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DEDICATIO N. 


THreRE are inherent Beauties in the 
Soul, which, like Marble in the Quarry, 
will for ever be conceal'd, unleſs ſome 
Skilful Hand fetches out the Colours, 
makes the Surface ſhine, and diſcovers 


each ornamental Cloud, each Spot and 


Vein, thoſe internal, and before inviſible 
1 that run through the Body 
of it. 


"Ts your particular Province, Madam, 


to poliſh Nature; and the many beautiful 


Figures, which adorn your School, are fo 
many living Teſtimonies of your prudent 
Oeconomy, and undeniable Demonſtra- 
tions of the great Value and Importance 


of the Employment you profeſs. 


Wrar Reception the following Miscer- Þ 


Lantons Worx may meet with in the 
World, as its Innccence is its principal 
Merit, I cannot determine: Yet I hope I 


have, in ſome Meaſure, come up to what | 


I promis'd in my Propoſals, and therefore 


ſhal! not plead either want of Time, Aſ- 


ſiſtance, or Ability to accompliſh what I 


undertook; ſince Excuſes of that Nature 
are very weak, and only direct Arguments 


againſt any Attempt whatſoever. 


Shou o 


Ix} 


DEDICATION. 


SHOULD your Young Lapis, Ma- 
dam, be One Virtue the better, or re- 
ceire the ſmalleſt Addition to their inno- 
cent Diverſions from my Labours, I ſhall 
think they need no Apology ; and if not, 
*tis certain there is no Excuſe for them, 
that can, or ought to be admitted. I 
ſhall therefore, without any Reluctance, 
ſubſcribe my Name to what I here pub- 
liſn, and freely give up my ſelf, as Shake- 

ſpear expreſſes it, to rhe Mercy of my 
Readers, with all my Imperfections on my 
Head. | | 


Having premisd thus much, in Re- 
lation to my own Performance, it will be 
naturally expected I ſhould purſue the 
Z uſual Method of Dedications, and ſwell 
this Addreſs with your juſt Encomiums ; 
but your own innate Modeſty, as well as 
the near Relation I bear to you, gives a 
Check to the Violence of ſuch an Incli- 
nation: I ſhall therefore throw a Veil 
over your Character, for fear of diſo- 


re 
ſ-bliging you, and being cenſur'd as a 
- I Flatterer by thoſe, but thoſe only, who 


do not know you. 


& Howrvex, I think I may venture to 
ſay in general, that you have a perfect 
Idea 


—— 


DEDICATION. 
Idea of every Female Accompliſhment, 
and the true Spirit of publick Conduct; 
that you make it your daily Study to pry 
into the natural Diſpoſitions of the little 
Subjects under your Dominion, in which 
the Dexterity and Addreſs of a Skil fur. 
MisrREss principally conſiſt. 


Tuar your conſtant Application, to 
the Service of the Fair Skx, may meet 
with its defir'd Succeſs, and that your 
Encouragement may bear, if poſſible, an 
equal Proportion to your Merit, is the 
unfeigned Wiſh of, 3 


MADAM, . 
Your Moſt Affectionate Brother, 


Sincere Friend, 


And Humble Servant, 
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PRETACE 
By Way of 


INTRODUCTION, 


© To the following ESSAY, on the 
N Art of PRONUNCIATION. 


INC E this little MisceLLaxeovs 
Worx is principally intended for 
the Diverſion and Improvement 
of the Young LAbixs, and the 
early Practice of PuBLick PerFor- 
MANCES is recommended to them 

= by very few, ſome indulgent and 

timorous Parents perhaps may be apt to cenſure my 

PDeſign, and imagine the following AMusEmenTs not 

ſo innocent as I pretend them. pe 


THERE are too many, I know, are of Opinion, 
that the Art of PRONUNcIATIo is no Female Ac- 
compliſh- 


. 
compliſhment ; that the Ladies were deſign d by Na- 
ture for the Objects of Sight only; and that to en- 
courage them in Dramatic Repreſentations, is to of- 
fer Violence to their Native Modeſty, and give them 
too early a Reliſh for the looſe Entertainments of the 


Town. 


Tunis would, I own, be a moſt heavy Charge, 
was it as juſt as it is common, and the Cuſtom [I 
would here introduce, was the Danger they are fo ap- 
prehenſive of real, ought to be rejected with the 
utmoſt Contempt. z | 


I sHA x L endeayour therefore, in the firſt Place, 
to remove theſe ſeemingly weighty Objections, and 


| ſhew that ſuch Fears are meerly imaginary, and altoge- 


ther groundleſs. | 


 *Twas an Obſervation of One of the moſt learned 
Prelates of his Age, the late Archbiſhop of Cambray, 
That the general Miſtake of Parents in the Educa- 


cc tion of their Daughters, was this; That they were . 


& too ſollicitous about the Ornament of their Perfons, 
« and too remiſs, if not wholly regardleſs, of the 
% Endowments of their Mind.”  _—- 


IIS pity methinks that the favourite Works of 
Nature ſhould be nothing but 3 and, 
r. Dryden e 


like Sir Godfrey Kneller's Canvas, as 
—.— it, only Look à Voice; that the Study of the 


oilet ſhould be recommended to them, as their moſt 
material Accompliſhment, whilſt the Improvement of 
their Judgment is neglected as a Trifie, and the car- 
ly Exerciſe of their Rational Faculties eſteem'd, if not- 
a Crime, an Act of Imprudence and ill Conduct. 5 


Sc a Turn of Thought as this is ſurely very 
unhappy, and ſuch an Oeconomy in Education highly i 


Blame-worthy ! What a contemptible Idea muſt we 


entertain of that Perſon, who lives in the full Poſ- 


k 


＋ 

be: 
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* 


1 
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FN CE 
{for of a ſtately Edifice, and leaves the moſt com- 
modious and beautiful Apartments of it wholly unfur- 


Z niſh'd ? How ſhould we ſmile at the cautious Con- 


duct of that fond Mother, who would reſtrain her 
Daughter at all Times from a Glaſs of Wine, becauſe 
tis a Scandal to drink to Exceſs ; or deny her the leaſt 
Gratification of her ſenſual Appetites, becauſe tis a 
Crime to be luxurious ? Yet ſuch, and much greater, 


is the Folly and Indiſcretion of thoſe Parents, who 
cout of a ſlaviſn Fear, leſt their Daughters Minds ſhould 
be corrupted by any bad Impreſſions, will admit of 


none at all, and make that falſe Maxim in Educa- 


tion of old Acaſto's, in the Orphan, their favourite 


Rule. 1f you have Children ; never give them Know- 


= ledge. Iwill ſpoil their Fortunes, Fools are all the 
= Faſhion, 


THERE is no One has a greater Veneration for the 
Art of Daxcixcs than my ſelf, and I think 'tis an 
Accompliſhment as abſolutely neceſſary, as 'tis almoſt 
univerſal. And if the Young Lzdies may be allow d, 
without the leaſt Cenſure, or Breach of Modeſty, to 


fiequent Aſlemblies, to expoſe their Perſonal Charms to 
1 publick View, and ſeek > 6 

of their Friends by an artful Motion, and graceful 
Deportment; I cannot conceive why they may not, 
while at School, with equal Innocence diſplay the 
IX Bcauties of their Mind, and demonſtrate, by a due 
=# Emphaſis, a proper Accent, and an appoſite Variation 
of Voice, that they are Judges of good Senſe, as 
well as good Manners. | 


Applauſe and Approbation 


THE tender Age of Youth naturally requires ſome- 


thing gay and lively; and as their Minds are, like Vir- 


gin-Wax, ready to receive any Impreſſions, their 


4 Amuſements ought no doubt to be ſtrictly virtuous, 
and innocent; But why they ſhould give Offence, or 
create Apprehentions of Danger, from their regular 
and Rational Contrivance, I cannot account for. 
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PREFACE 

IAM fully perſuaded, that if Learning was more 
frequently made the Object of Diverſion, and if, 
at the uſual Times of Ceſſation from Buſineſs, the 
Improvement of Children's Memories, was made the 
Amuſement of their Fancies, we ſhould find them 
more eager in the Purſuit after Knowledge, and the 
School., which is too often, and by too many, look'd 
on as an inſupportable Confinement, would be ap- 
proach'd with all the Complacency and Satisfaction 
imaginable : The Ornaments of the Mind would be 
{et before them in a much more agrecable Light, and 
be purſu'd by them with double r and Appli- 
cation, | : 


'Havixc fad thus much, in Defence of a Practice 
J have endeavour'd to introduce amongſt the Young 
Ladies, I ſball now proceed to lay before them ſome 
ſhort Directions to render their Performance of it more 


eaſy and ſucceſsful, 
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PRONUNCIATION. 


HE Young Lady, that can pro- 
| nounce her Words with a firm, 
ſtrong, articulate Voice, is by 
Nature qualify'd for ſpeaking well 
in Publick, and wants nothing 
= i but Art to direct her Judgment. 
8 7 SARS Whenever therefore ſhe makes the 
—àaAttempt, let her be very careful 
rot to deliver her ſelf fo loud, as to put her Voice up- 
on the Stretch. A clear, ſmooth, eaſy Utterance, 
2 | | without 


11 Sn oRT Ess Ar, Oc. 
without Precipitation, Stammering, or Repetition, is 
very beautiful, and meets with general Approbation. 
Boiſterous Words, like romping Actions, are very in- 
decent, and very offenſive. Homer's Stentor was ne- 
ver admitted amongſt the Number of his fine Speakers; 
and Noiſe and Bluſter can no more be call'd Ora- 
tory, than the Drone of a Bag- pipe can be term'd 
Muſick. : 25 


S E ought indeed to fill the Place in which ſheſpeaks ; 
but ſhe will never be able to give every Syllable its 
proper Sound, which is abſolutely neceſſary — her to | 
do, or pronounce intelligibly, or at leaft ſo as to be 
heard with Eaſe and Pleaſure, the Concluſion of her 
Periods, if once ſhe exceeds the Limits of her natural 


Voice. 


T Ho? nothing is more diſagreeable than a Monotony, 
or one etual Tone, and tho' the Variation of the 
Voice 1s the firſt Thing to be ſtudy'd ; yet this Change 
muſt not be too ſudden or unnatural ; it muſt be equal 
to its ſelf, glide like a gentle Stream from one Key to 
another, to be juſt and harmonious. 


Every Voice, ſays Tully, has its particular Me- 
dium and Compaſs, and the Sweetneſs of Speech con- 
ſiſts in leading it thro? all the Variety of Tones natu- | 
rally, and without touching any Extreme. 


ELoOocur fro and Musick are near Relations, and | 
reſemble each other. According to the various Im- 

ſſions of the Artiſt's Hand on the Strings of his In- 
ſtrument, the Sounds that ſtrike our Ears are either 
ſoft or ſwelling. As our Thoughts are ſedate or diſ- 
compos'd, our Speech muſt riſe or fall, and, if! 
may be allow d the Expreſſion, ſympathize with them. 
A judicious Perſon will employ every diſtin Tone 
to great Advantage, and, as the Painter does his Co- 
lours, ſhew them in their proper Light. 1 ſo 
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Tu Declarations of Love are beſt expreſt in an 
eaſy, tender, yet gay Modulation; as in the following 
ſolt Addreſs of Polydore's, in the Orphan, to his new 
Miſtreſs, the fair Monimia. | 


Hho can behold ſuch Beauty, and be ſilent ? 

Deſire firſt taught us Words : Man, when created, 
At firſt alone long wander d up and down, 

Forlorn and ſilent as his Vaſſal-Beaſts ; | 
But when a Heav'n-born Maid, like you, appear d, 
Strange Pleaſures filld his Eyes, and fir d his Heart, 
Unloos'd his Tongue, and his firſt talk was Love. 


Racer and RESENTMENT exert their peculiar Voice 
in an acute, violent, and haſty Sound. The fiery Cha- 
racter of Bajazet, in TJamerlane, as it is admirably 
drawn by Mr. Rowe, abounds with the ſtrongeſt In- 
ſtances of this Kind. When Tamerlane begins to ex- 
poſtulate with him, and demands Attonement for his 
Wrongs; he inſults him, tho' his Captive and in Chains, 
in the following haughty and imperious Manner. 


Make thy Demands to thoſe that own thy Power. 
Know I am ſtill beyond thee ; And tho* Fortune, 
(Curſe of that Changling Deity of Fools ! ) 
Has ſtript me of this Train, this Pomp of Grentnefs, 
This Outſide of a Ring; yet ſtill my Soul 
Fix'd high, and of her ſelf alone dependant, 
L ever free, and Royal; and even now, 
As at the Head of Battle, does defy thee. | 
I know what Pow'r the Chance of War has giv'n thee, 
And dare thee to the Uſe on't. This vile Speeching, 
This after-Game of Words is what moſt irks me. 
Spare that, and for the reſt "iis equal all, | 
Be it as it may. | | 


Hor k, and Exp ECT ATIox of future Happineſs, diſ- 
ſolve into a luxurious, gay, and joyous Modulation. As 
a in 


iv SHORT Ess Ax, Oc. I 
in the following Tranſport of Toriſmond's, in the Spa. 
wiſh Fryar. — 


She bids me hope; good Gods! ſhe pities me : 
And Pity ſtill fore-runs approaching Love, 
As Light ning does the Thunder. Tune your Harps, 2 
Ye Angels, ro that Sound! and thou, my Soul, 1 
Make room to entertain the flowing Foy! 
Hence every Thought, and every anxious Care 

For one kind Look, and one kind Glance can cure De- 


ſpair. | 


Consc1iovus Gui1LrT, and the Imaginary Fears 
which naturally attend it, expreſs themſelves in ſudden 
Starts, and interrupted, low, and abject Sounds. This 
is admirably deſcrib'd by the wild Diſorder and Con- 
fuſion of Soul, which Shakefpear has repreſented 
Mackbeth in, when big with the Murder of Duncan, 
and his Grooms. | 
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|: Is this a Dagger which ] ſee before me? 
if The Hilt draws tow'rd my Hand: Come let me graſp thee- 
I have thee not, --- And yet I ſee thee ſtill, ---- 
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ö Art thou not, fatal Viſion, ſenſible 

I! To Feeling as to Sight ? ---- Or, art thou but : 

A Dagger of the Mind, a falſe Creation, 7 

ff Proceeding from the Brain, pred with Heat ? E 

f My * are made the Fools of th' other Senſes, 3 

0 Or elſe worth all the reſt: -I ſee thee ſill, Fs 

4 And on thy Blade are Stains of reeking Blood. ---- 

N It is the Bloody Buſineſs that thus 

þ Informs my Eye-Sight, — 

! Love in DisTREss, and o'erwhelm'd in Sor- | 

| row, demands a flow, flexible Voice, and modulated FR 
| in a mournful Tone. As in that moving Separation of 
Moneſes, in Tamerlane, from his belov'd Arpaſia. " 
| h LE | | : =; 1 4 
if — — Death is parting, I 

| The laſt ſad Adieu twiæt Soul and Body; 
_—T zu 
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But this is ſomewhat more. My Foy, my Comfort, 
All that is left in Life fleets after thee. 

My aching Sight hangs on thy parting Beauties, 

Thy lovely Eyes all drown'd in Floods of Sorrow. 

So ſmks the ſetting Sun beneath the Waves, 

And leaves the Traveller in Pathleſs Woods 
Benighted and forlorn. Thus with [ad Eyes, 
Weſtward he turns to mark the Light's Decay, 

And having loſt the laſt faint Glimpſe of Day, 
Chearleſs m Darkneſs he purſues his Way. 


THe DERBATE of the M1wND with it ſelf, upon 
a preſſing Difficulty, requires a very grave, uniform 
and earneſt, but not bemoaning Voice: As in that 
celebrated Soliloquy of Cato, in the fifth Act, where 
he's repreſented ſitting in a thoughtful Poſture, with 
Plato's Book on the Immortality of the Soul in his 
Hand, and a drawn Sword on the Table by him. 
It muſt be ſo ---- Plato, thou reaſom ſt well! 
a whence this pleaſmg Hope, this fond Deſire, 

is Longing after Immortality ? 
Or whence this ſecret Dread, and inward Horror 
Of falling into Nowught ? — Why ſhrinks the Soul 
Back on her ſelf, and ſtartles at Deſtruction? 
*Tis the Divinity that ſtirs within us: 
*Tis Heav'n it ſelf that points out an Hereafter, 
And intimates Eternity to Man. 
Eternity ! thou pleaſmg, dreadful Thought ! 
Through what Variety of untry'd Being, 
Through what new Scenes, and Changes muſt we paſs ! 
The wide, th* unbounded Proſpect lies before me. 
But Shadows, Clouds, and Darkneſs reſt upon it. 
Here will I hold. If there's a Pow'r above us, 
(And that there is, all Nature cries aloud 
Through all her Works) He muſt delight in Virtue. 
And that which he delights in muſt be happy. 


But when] or where! ---- This World was made for Czfar, 


I'm weary of Conjectures, . This muſt end em, 
[Laying his Hand on his Sword. 
Thus am I doubly arm'd : My Death and Life, 
a 2 | My 


vi SHORT Ess Ax, Oc. 
7 Bane and Antidote are both before me. 
This, in a Moment brings me to an End; 

But this ifi ins me, I ſhall never die. 

T he Soul, ſecur'd in her Exiſtence, ſmiles 

At the drawn Dagger, and defies its Point. 

The Stars ſhall fade away, the Sun bimſelf 
Grow dim with Age, and Nature ſink in Tears; 
But thou fhalt flouriſh in immortal Youth, 
Unhurt amidſt the War of Elements, 

The Wrecks of Matter, and the Cruſh of Worlds. 


AN p as all the Pass10Ns have their proper Va- 
riations ; ſo there are diſtin and peculiar Tones to 
all the Tropes and Figures of Speech. But as they 
are very numerous, leſt I ſtould be thought roo tedious 


and prolix, Þ'll only. illuſtrate two, the Irony and 


RerETITION, by Examples, which, in my Opinion, are 
exceeding beautiful, and Maſter-Pieces in their Kind. 


AN IRON N (which is a Figure, whereby a Man 
ſpeaks conti ary to his Thoughts, that his Words may 
carry the greater Weight along with them, and make the 
deeper Impꝛeſſion) 1s ſpoken in a ſinooth Voice with 
an a tful Inſinuation, and an Exceſs of Complaiſance, 
by which the Diſſimulation is diſcover'd. The moſt 
beautiful Inſtance of this, which IT know of, is that 
Funeiel O:ation of Anthony's to the Roman Mob, over 
the dead Body of Julius Ceſar, who was barbarouſly 
murther'd by Brutus, his Bolom Friend, and favourite 


Companion. 


Friends, Romans, Countrymen, lend me your Ears; 
I come to bury Cæſar, not to praiſe him: 

The Exil that Men do lives after them, 

The Good is oft interred with their Bones : 

So let it be with Cæſar. The noble Brutus 

Has told you Cæſar was ambitious; 

If it were ſo, it was à grievous Fault, 

And grievouſly has Cæſar anſwer d it. 


Here, under Leave of Brutus and the reſt, c 
| | For 
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(For Brutus is an Honourable Man ; 

So are they all, all Honourable Men) a 
Come to ſpeak in Czſar's Funeral. 

He was my Friend, faithful and juſt to me; 

But Brutus ſays he was ambitious, | 

And Brutus is an Honourable Man. 

He hath brought many Captives Home to Rome, 

I hoſe Randſoms did the general Coffers fill. 

Did this in Cæſar ſeem ambitious ? 

When that the poor have cry d, Cæſar has wept, 
Ambition ſhould be made of ſterner Stuff : 

Yet Brutus ſays he was ambitions, 

And Brutus is an Honourable Man. 

You all did fee that on the Lupercal, 

I thrice preſented him a Kingly Crown, 

Which he did thrice refuſe. Was this Ambition ? 
Yet Brutus ſays he was ambitions, 
And ſure he is an Honourable Man. 
Oh, Maſters" If I were diſpos'd to ſtr 

Your Hearts and Minds to Mutiny and Rage, 

I ſhould do Brutus wrong, and Caſſius wrong, 
Who (you all know) are Honourable Men. 

I will not do them Wrong : I rather chuſe 

To wrong the Dead, to wrong my ſelf and you, 
Than I will wrong ſuch Honourable Men. 
They that have done this Deed are Honourable : 

What private Griefs they had, alas! I know not, 

That made them do it. They are wiſe and Honourable; 
And will, no doubt, with Reaſons an wer you. 
I come not, Friends, to ſteal away your Hearts, 

J am no Orator, as Brutus ts : 

But (as you know me all) a plain, blunt Man, 
That love my Friend, and that they know fa! well, 
Who gave me publick Leave to ſpeak of him. 
For I hate neither Wit, nor Words, nor North, 
Action, nor Utterance, nor the Pam of Speech, 

To ſtir Men's Bloods : I only ſpeak right on, 

And tell you that, which you your ſelves do know, 
Shew you ſweet Cæſar's Wounds, poor, poor, dumb Months, 
And let them ſpeak for me: But were I Brutus, 


And. 


viii SyorT Ess Ar, Oc. 
And Brutus, Anthony, there were an Anthony, 
Would ruffle up your Spirits, and put a Tongue 
In every Wound of Cæſar, that ſhould move 
The Stones of Rome to riſe and Mutiny. 


ReyETITION (Which is a Figure, whereby the 
Principal Words in a Sentence are repeated with ſuch 
Advantage and Improvement, as raiſe a new Thought, 
and give a Harmony to the Period) is very emphatical, 
and demands an Elevation of the Voice. We have a 
fine Example of this, in Eve's rapturous Speech to 
Adam, which was worthy an Inhabitant of Paradiſe, 
and the State of Innocence. 


My Author, my Diſpoſer, what thou bid'ſt 
Unargu'd I obey ; ſo God ordains. . 

God is thy Law, thou Mine: To know no more 

Is Woman's happieſt Knowledge, and her Praiſe. 

With thee converſing J forget all Time, 

All Seaſons, and their Change; all pleaſe alike. 
Sweet is the Breath of Morn, her Riſing ſweet, 

With Charm of earlieſt Birds, pleaſant the Sun, 
When firſt on this delightful Land he ſpreads 

His Orient Beams on Herb, Tree, Fruit, and Flow'r, 
Gliſtering with Dew; fragrant the fertile Earth, 
After ſoft Showers, and ſweet the coming n 
Of grateful Evening mild, the ſilent Night, 
With this her ſolemn Bird, and this fair Moon, 
And theſe, the Gems of Heav'n, her Starry Train: 
But neither Breath of Morn, when ſhe aſcends 
With Charm of earlieſt Birds, nor Riſing Sun = 
On this delightful Land, nor Herb, Fruit, Flow'r, KK 
Gliſtering with Dew, nor Fragance after Skow'rs, BW 
Nor grateful Evening mild, nor {ilent Night, ti 
With this her olemm Bird, nor wall by Moon, 0 
Or gliſtring Star-Light, without thee is ſweet. 55 
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Wr have likewiſe another very agreeable Turn of er 
Words, in Mr. Prior's HENRY and Emma, where the ne 


Thought is vigorouſly expreſs d, and beautifully finiſh'd. BY fe 
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Are there not Poiſons, Wracks, and Flames and Swords, 
That Emma thus muſt die by Henry's Words ? 

Yet what could Swords, or Poiſon, Wracks, or Flame, 
But mangle and disjoint this brittle Frame ? 

More fatal Henry's Words : They murder Emma's Fame. 


THERE are many other uſefu] Obſervations that might 
be made on the various Modulations of the Voice, or 
Kinds of Tones ; but 2s *twould exceed the Limits of 
a Short Eſſay, to illuſtrate them all by particular Exam- 
ples, I ſhall only add this One Remark. That all Per- 
{onal Names, viz. I, Thou, He, She, We, Ye, and 
They, ec. and their following States, Me, Thee, Him, 
Her, Us, You, and them, . and their Poſſeſſives, 
My, Thy, Her, Our, Yours, Their, Mine, Thine, gc. 
and all Epithets, Adjectives, or Qualities, by which 
Subſtantives, Beings, or Things are explain'd and di- 
ſtinguiſh'd, as, Black, White, Good, Bad, Round, 


Square, and the like, ſhould always be read or ſpoken 


with a clear, open, and diſtin& Voice, as they are for 
the moſt part very emphatical, and the Beauty of Ex- 


= preſſion depends much upon them. 


AND as, in all theſe Variations of your Voice, 


vou muſt be govern'd by the Senſe; ſo your Action 


muſt be guided by your Voice, and with a beautify] 
Propriety, as it were, inforce it. I ſhall therefore 


= cloſe my preſent Deſign, with ſome few Directi- 
ons for your regular and decent Deportment. 


IN the firſt Place, Ladies, carefully avoid all unna- 


ZZ tural Diſtortions, both of your Limbs and Features. 
zz Wry Mouths, contracted Brows, ſhrug'd up Shoulders, 


and the like, are Farce and Buffoonry, very diſagreea- 


ble, and very ungenteel: Nay, Coughing and Spit- 
ting, unleſs very accidental, are vicious Habits, and 


ought betimes to be corrected. 
CoNSIDER the Reverence and Reſpect you owe 


the Perſons before whom you ſtand, and endeavour to 
enter into the Character you are to repreſent. The 
22 nearer Approaches you make to Nature, the more per- 


tect and entertaining your Performance will be, 4 
5 8 
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As the Life of Action lies in the Face, let your 
Looks correſpond with your Subject, and never ap- 
pear chearful on a melancholly Occation, or dejected 
when you ſhould ſmile ; never caſt your Eyes down- 
wards when you talk of the Heavens above you, or 
turn them up when you deſcribe the Earth beneath 
vou. ; x 
OBSERVE a due Decorum, and ſtand not too long 
in one Poſture; nor yet be every Moment changing 
your Poſition. 

LIF r not up your Head too high, or ſtretch it out 
too far, or give it any affected Toſſes; but ſtand erect, 
and move your Neck gently on each Side, as Occa- 
ſion and the Convenience of being heard ſhall re- 

uire. | 
, NEveR turn your Back to the Audience, but look 
them in the Face, with an Air of Reſpect, and mo- 
deſt Aſſurance, as you would your Friends in com- 
| mon Converſation. 

. BE very careful in the Diſpoſal of your Hands : 
| Never lift them above your Eyes, nor let them hang 
down in a direct Line. Let there be a conſtant Cor- 
reſpondence between them, and the Motions of your 


Head, Eyes and Body. 


1 
Bur as a juſt Propriety of Action requires a ſolid N 
udgment, and ſevere Study, it cannot be expected ; 
that Children ſhould attain it. I am not therefore for- I 
indulging them in Attempts too far that Way; the!“ h 
I would not have them ſtand immoveable like Stocks \ 
or Stones. Let them Practice a little, and take Care 
that little is not awkard or inconſiſtent. oF 1 
As this imperfect Sketch is attempted with no 
other View than to cheat the Ladies into Learning, or 1 
at leaſt, to make the Way to it more eaſy and pleaſant, F 
M 
M 
M 
M 


I hope twill claim ſome ſmall Merit, and meet with 
a favourable Reception, whether the Event be attend- - 


ed with Succeſs or not. ” 
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A Mr. Henry Bryan, 

R. 7oſeph Allftone, | Mr. Edward Baylie, 
1 Mr. Rob. Alwood, | Mr. Nathaniel Boſtock, 
2 Mrs. ------ Allftone, Mr. John Bellamy, 
id 1 Mrs. Mary Allſtone, Mr. James Bellamy, 

Mrs. Ann Allſtone, Mr. Nathaniel Bellamy, 
Mrs. Charlotte Allſtone, Mrs. Sarah Ball, 
Mrs. Frances Abthor pe, Mrs. Ann Brand, Jun. 
= Mrs, Margaret Allen. Mrs. Elizabeth Bowes, 
1 B Mrs. Ann Bowes, 
The Reverend Mr. Thomas | Mrs. Iſabella Bowes, 
| Burrough, Mrs. Dorothy ford 
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The Reverend Mr. William Mrs. Fane Blyford, 
1 Beart, Mrs. Elizabeth Brancby, 
Mr. William Brinkley, Mrs. Margaret Bransby, 
Mr. Thomas Bearcroft, Mrs. Sarah Bacon, Jun. 
Mr. 7Zoſeph Banks, Mrs. Ann Browne, 
Mr. John Booth, | Mrs. Ann Boyton, 
Mr. Foſeph Bland, Mrs. Margaret Booth, 
1 Mr. George Bickham, i Mrs. Elizabeth Bold, 


Mrs. 
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þ Mrs, Ann Bevens. Mrs. Mary Edwards, 

R | Mrs. Martha Eyres, 

b C Mrs. Elizabeth Eyres, 1 

- The Reverend Mr. Benja- | Mrs. Ann Elliot. M 

; min Collins, | | 3 

| Mr. George Chandler, | F nd 

4 Mr. Thomas Clarke, The Reverend Mr, ------- 

; Mr. John Challis, | Finch, * BL 

fl Mr. Henry Carey, Mr. Robert Ford, 3” 
Mr. George Carey, Mr. Samuel Fisk, - BY 
Mr. John Clarke, Mr. Thomas Fish, - BY 
Mr. Francis Copinger, Mr. Fohn Fisk, x 
Mrs. Sylveſtra Cole, Jun. | Mr. Zachariah Fisk, 2x 
Mrs. Henrietta Colthrop, | Mrs. Elizabeth Fisk, | By 
Mrs. Ann Cook, Jun. Mrs. Ann Fich, © 4 V 
Mrs. Elizabeth Collins, | Mrs. Reynolds Fisk, 4 


1 Mrs. Elizabeth Collizs, Jun. | Mrs. Henrietta FisR, 
— Mrs. Elizabeth Carey, Mrs. Frances Folks, 
| Mrs. Elizabeth Carey, Jun. | Mrs. Barbara Folks. 


Mrs. Mary Cane, BY 
Mrs. Mary Copinger, G A V 
Mrs. Suſanna Copinger; Mr. Henry Gibbon, Sen, V 
Mrs. Iſabella Chebaud,, Mr. Samuel Green, 1 M 
Mrs. Mary Chebaud. Mrs. Eleanor Greenwood, M 
| Mrs. Mary Gipps, 1 
= D — Mrs. Mary Gifford. "TI 
The Honourable the Lady | b 
: Carolina Darcy, = H BY 
Mrs. Ann Dyer, The Right Honourable Ro- * 
Mrs. Martha Drew, i bert Earl of Holder. 
Mrs. Mary Dickeſon e 4 
Mrs. ---—-- Dol, Mr. Richard Helms, Sen. 
| Mrs. Fane Day. Mr. Peter Hitthcock, BY 
Mr. George Hubbard, " BY 
4 E Mr, ---=-- Hookey, = 1 
: Mr. Fobn Evans, Mr. John Haggard, 
; Mr. ------ Ellaker, Mr. James Hodſon, bo 
Mrs. Sarah Evans, | Mr. Fames Heywood, 80 
Mrs. Elizabeth Engle, Mr. Thomas Hill, = N 


Mrs. Catharine Evans, | Mr. Foſeph Handly, _ X 
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Mr. ohn Horton, 
The Right Hon. Frederick 


Counteſs Dowager of 
Holderneſs, 
— Helms, Sen. 


Mrs. Frances Hubbard, 


Mrs. Eliz. Harrington, 
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Mrs. Elix. Harrington, Jun. 
Mrs. Dulcebella Kall, 
Mrs. Elizabeth Hovell, 


Mr. 
Mrs. Fudith Kedington. 
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Mrs. Ann Hovell, 
Mrs. Mary Harriſon, 


Mrs. Sarah Holford, 


Mrs. Fane Hall, 


Mrs. Elizabeth Holdip, 
Mrs. Mary Harris, 
Mrs. Lucy Harrington. 
Mr. Jeremiah Immyns, 
Mr. Matthew Immyns, 
Mr. Thomas Tves, Jun. 
Mrs. Carolina Fones, 
Md Mr 8. Ann Fackſon, 

| K 


Reverend Samuel 
Knight, D. D. 
Fohn King, 


L 


Mr. Samuel Lanceter, Jun. 
Mrs. Lamb, 
Mrs. Magdelen Lambert, 


Mrs. Judith Lambert. 


M 


Fir Francis Mannock, Bar. 


= Nicholas Martin, Eſq; 
Robert Manning, Eſq; 


1 


Capt. Thomas Macro, 

The Reverend Mr. Fame, 
Morris, 

Mr. Stephen Monteage, 

Mr. Charles More, 

Mr. William Maitland, 

Mr. Fames Mullis, 

Mr. Randal Minſhall, 

Mr. Bryan Mills, 

Mr. Thomas Miller, 

Mr. Fofeph Marſhall, 

Mr. Francis Moſeley, 

Mr. Robert Mountague, 

Mrs. Lydia Manning, 

Mrs. Ann Manning, 

Mrs. More, 

Mrs. Elizabeth Minſhall, 

Mrs, Ann Miller, 

Mrs. Rachel Mallortie, 

Mrs. Elizabeth Marſhall, 

Mrs. Suſanna Marſhall, 

Mrs. Sarah Morteſhed, 


Mrs. Lucy March. 
N 


Mr. Abraham Nicholas, 
Mrs. Elizabeth Newſtead, 


Mrs. Ann Nicholſon. 


O 


Mr. James Ottey, 
Mr. Henry Overton, 
Mrs. Elizabeth Owen. 


P 
Mr. Fohn Plampin, Jun. 
Mr. George Pattle, 
Mr. Francis de Ponthieu, 
Mrs. Elizabeth Plampin, 
Mrs. Ann Penning. 
Mrs. Penelope Patrick, 
Mrs. Hannah Poyntz, 
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Mrs. Sophia Popples, 


Mrs. Suſanna Page. 
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The Reverend Mr. William 
Ruſhbrook, 

Thomas Crofts Read, Eſq; 

Mr. Francis Rompford, 

Mr. Plampin Richardſon, 


Mr. Garnham Ray, 


Mr. Thomas Rand, 


Mrs. Henrietta de Raffou, 


Mrs. Eliz. Mary de Raſfou, 
Mrs. Margaretta de Raffou, 
Mrs. Miriam Richardſon, 
Mrs. Mary Read. 

* 
The Reverend Mr. Joſe ph 
Sparks, 
NMaldegrave Sidey, 
William Smith, 


Mr. 


Mr. 
Mr. Thomas Stedman, Jun. 
Mr. William Smith, of Lin- 
coln's Inn, 

Mr. Milliam Southern, 

Mr. Foſeph Stanbrough, 
Mr. George Shelly, 

Mr. Fohn Simmiſter, 

Mr. Benjamin Shepherd, 
Mrs. Suſanna Sidey, 

Mrs. Catharine Smithſon, 


Mrs. Mary Spencley, 


Mrs. Elizabeth Stammer, 


Mrs. Mary Scotchmer, 


Mrs. Ann Stephens, 
Mrs. Elizabeth Souch, 


Mrs. Elizabeth Scott, 
Mrs. Suſanna Spencer, 
Mrs, Fane Sibley, 

Mrs. Ann Samworth, 


| Mrs. Mary Tompſon, 


Thomas Stedman, Sen. |. 


| 


Mrs. Lydia Simmiſter, 
Mrs. Mary Snow, 
Mr, Henry Turner, 
Mr. John Thorp, | 
Mr. Matthew Travers, 
Mr. Edward Travers, 


Mrs. Sarah Tiller. 

Mr. Samuel Vaux, 

Mrs. Mary Vickery, 

Mrs. Martha Voice, 

Mrs. Anna Maria Voice, 
W 

Fohn Wogan, Eq; 

Cyrill Wyche, Eſq; 

Mr. John Walters, 

Mr. -Richard Wat/on, 

Mr. 1/aac Wood, 

. Fohn Wood, 

George Natlington, 

. Edward Wilſon, 

—— Mila, 

. Robert Whitehall, 

Mr. Edward Wall, 

Robert Weſt, 

John Wyatt, 

Charles Writtle, 

Mr. John Whiſton, 

Mrs. Catharine Wyche, 

Mrs. Mary Wyche, jun. 

Mrs. Mary Wetherall, 

Mrs. Mary Williams, 


Mrs. Sibel Ann Warbutton, 
Mrs. Suſanna Warner, - 
2 v 
Bartholomew Young, Eſq; 
Mr. Thomas Yerbury, 
Mrs. Elizabeth Younger. | 
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EALOUS QUEEN, 
Dramatic Entertainment. 


As it was PER FORM D 


By the Dung LaDIEs of Mrs. Brian's 

| School, (being one of their Aunual P un- 

Lick EXERCISES) with the general 
Approbation of their Friends. 
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5 Plants, while tender, bend which way yow 
7 e | leaſe, _ | | 
EP. And __ — Crooked firſt, made ſiraight 
Y with Eaſe; 
Yet, if thoſe Plants to their full Stature 
1 ow 
= Irregular, they'll break before they ll bow : 

| So Youth, ſet right at firſt, with Eaſe go on, 
And each New Task is with New Pleaſure done ; 
But if neglected till they grow in Tears, 
And each fond Mother, her dear Darling /þares, 
| Error becomes habitual, and you'll find, : 
*Tis then hard Labour to _—_ the Mind. 

Fudge then, what Care Maſter's ford to take, 
T' examine every Word before we 2 I, | 
== To weigh each T 1 and ſee the Senſe is Chaſt, 
And inoſfenſive to the niceſt Taft : : 
At the ſame time to find out ſomething New, 
Something to Entertain both us, and you ; 
Something our Emulation to Excite, 
And give Inſtruction whilſt it gives Delight. 
I he Scenes ro Night, which we preſent to View, 
Great ADp1s0N (Great Britain's CEnsSoR) drew. 
From his Fair Roſamond our Drama's wrote, 
And tho New-Chriſten'd, yer He form'd the Plot. 
Our Maſter owns be took his Scheme from thence, 
ad indeed his Numbers, not his Senſe ; : 
Alter'd to flowing Verſe, his tuneful Songs, 
ud made them Eaſy to our Artleſs Tongues. 
I. ſhort. (and that's the moſt that can be ſaid) 
He /hews you A DbpISsON in Maſquerade. 

What little Merit may be thought o u R due, 
V /eft to be determin'd now by you. | 
ME Zo you, Fair Judges, we ſubmit our Cauſe, 

Let hope for your Indulgence and Applauſe, 

= 3 
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Per ſons 


Perſons Names. 


MEN. 


„ Ring Henry. 
i Cordelio, Page to Queen! 1 
F Meſlenger. 


WOME N. 


Queen Eleanor. 


Roſamond. 
Henrietta, ö | | 
and D Attendants on Queen Eleanor. 
Chloris. | | 
Violante, | 

and Attendants on Roſamond, 


Florela, 
| Guardian Angels, &c. 


N 5 SCENE, Woodſtook Park. 


Y Vaxnquisnu'd Love: 
4 OR, THE 
JJEtaLouUS QUEEN. 
FFF 
Aer mn 

« A Proſpeft of Woodſtock Park. 


Enter Queen, Cordelio, Henrietta, Chloris, 
and other Artendants.. 


Qu E E N. | 
N N O ME near, Cordelio: What a Pro- 
2 Wy Js ſpect's here! | 
j What love'y Scenes before our Eyes 
i | 


8 | 
2 ap CAT * 


Hark, how the Birds their amorous 
2 2 ' 
As if they dwelt in an Eternal Spring! 


an: 1 8 "oY 
wr 1 2 . $ 
Wor Þ © x Deſcants Sing, IE 
When I Survey this beauteous Place around, 
Mcthinks I tread on ſome Enchanted Ground, 


Where 


6. Vanavisn'y Love: 


Where New Ely/iums Charm my raviſh'd Sight, 
And with their Wild Variety del . | 
Here, flowry Mountains, there, thick ſhady Woods; 
Here, moſly Banks, and there; ſoft purling Floods. | 
Here, hollow Vaults reſound each Step I take, EY 
And there, a thouſand Ecchoes round me ſpeak. T 
From Hill to Hill the trembling Voice is toſt, 
And not the ſofteſt Word, or Whiſper's loſt. 5 
Cord. Madam, tis here the World's great Beauty lies, 
That ſooths your Henry's Heart, and Charms his Eyes: 
Within this Bower Fair Roſamond reſides, 
Secur d from You, and all Mankind beſides. 
Queen. Curſe on the fatal Name! Curſe-on the 
Grove! | 
J burn, I dye, with Jealouſy and Love. 1 
Hen. Within this Bow'r the penſive Nymph does 
mourn, = - 
And languiſnes for her lov'd Lord's return. | b 
Her reſtleſs Thoughts like tumbling Surges row, LE 
And thence diſcloſe the Secrets of her Soul. 
Now anxious Fears, now riſing Hopes come on; 
But ſoon the Proſpect like a Shadow's gone. 
The two Extreams poſſeſs her Soul by turns, 
And her fond Heart each Moment chills, and burns. 3 
een. She has rows'd a raging Lyon in my Breaſt, |: 
Which, till the. Traytreſs dyes, ſhall never reſt. —_ 
Chlo. Like dying Birds her panting Boſom ſwells, 
And every Motion her warm Paſſion tells. 
To that {oft Neſt your Henry will repair, 
And in her Arms forget the toils of War. 
On that dear Pillow breathe his Amorous Pray'rs, 
And amply make amends for all her Cares 
Queen. Trifler no more. My Vengeance is too 
| flow I 70 Cordelio.] & 
Lead me, I charge you, (if the way you know) 
To the bleſt Manſion of my Lovely Foe. 
My Wrath like that of angry Heav'n ſpall riſe, 
And blaſt her tho' ſhe dwells in Paradiſe. 
Cord. Madam, the Bow'rs on yonder rifing Ground, 
That runs,. and wanders an eternal Round, 


dt OM MORI . ,y 


Or, the JEaLous CUEE&XR 7 
een. Unhappy I, in ſuch a Maze do rove,. 
Loſt in the Labyrinth of endleſs Love! 
My anxious Breaſt with hoarded Vengeance burns, 
While Fears and: Hopes __ my Soul by turns. 
Cord. The winding Path yon verdant Field divides, 
Which to the Fair One's foft Confinement guides. 
Queen. Oh! Eleonora, think, and think betimes, 
Upon the Nature of 2% Rivals Crimes. - 
What has ſhe done to raiſe thy Rage ſo high? 
What has ſhe done, that ſhe deſerves to dye? 
My Heart recoils, and fain would be at Eaſe. 
But --- Is ſhe not the Murdreſs of my Peace? 
Does n't ſhe warm with the moſt guilty fires 
The deareſt Object of my Chaſt dehres ? 
Have not her ſubtle Arts and fatal Charms 


The Fair One could. n't well be Innocent.. 
What Veſtal Virgin wouldn't ſoon reſign 
To ſuch a Lover, ſuch a Prince as mine. 
To One ſo great, and One ſo truly brave, 
The proudeſi Nymph might well become a Slave. 
[A flouriſh of Trumpets ſounding at a Diſtance. 

Cord. Hark, Madam, Hark! what ſounds invade my 

Ear! | | 
The awful Conqueror's Approach is near. 

Hen. He comes, he comes, Victorious Henry comes, 
J hear his Martial Trumpets, Flutes, and Drums; 
Which join'd in Concert Ecchoe from afar, 

Fill every Wind, and beat a Point of War. 

Quoen. Henry returns, tis true, from Dangers free, 
My Lord returns, but not alas! to me. a 
He comes his beauteons Roſamand to geeks 
And is ap Warlike Trophies at her Feet! 

His ardent Vows impatient to renew; 
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© His ardent Vows. to Eleonora due! 
id, Shall then Fair Roſamond my Lord detain, | 
= While J his abſence Mourn, and Mown in vain? 


en. Oh! 


8 Va N GUIs RD LO VR: 


Oh, no! my Heart will break -It is decreed---- 
The fatal Beauty ſhall this Moment bleed. .. * 
No Fear, no Horror ſhall my Soul alarm, 
No ſoothing Pity ſhall my Rage diſarm; a 
But to her Coſt the Traytre's Toon ſhall know, 5 
What tis a Queen, provok'd like me, can do. 7% 
[She goes out in Diſorder, her Attendants following after. 
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SCENE I, 
| The Grove before the Bower. 


Enter Roſamond with an Ovid in her Hand, 
attended by FViolante and Florella, She 
Walks about, and reads Dido's Complaint 
of AEneas. 


ncas is my Thoughts perpetual Theme, 

Their daily Longing, and their nightly Dream; 

Yet he's Ungrateful, and Obdurate ſtill : 
Fool that I am to place my Heart ſo ill ! &c, 


Re. H O can, Fair Queen, thy ſoft Complain- Y 
= | ings hear, . 1 A 
And not be morv'd, not ſhed-a pitying Tear? 2 
My Griefs alas! too much reſemble thine 3 - T 
LEneas is thy Torment, Henry mine. 'I La 
ness wounds thee with his cold Piſdain, 3 W 
And Henry's Abſence gives me equal Pain. . 
[ Here ſhe gives Violante the Book and goes on. 3 pe 
From Walk to Walk, from gloomy Shade to Shade, 7 


From purling Stream to purling Stream convey'd,. 1 
Thro' all the winding Mazes of the Grove . I 
Reſtleſs I range, o erwhelm d with Grief and Love. f 
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Or, the IEALOUSQuEEN. 9 


O! vthere for Eaſe ſhall Roſamonda fly? 
If Henry ſtays much longer I ſhall die. 
 Viol. Dear Madam, do not thus indulge your Woe 3 


5 In vain your Tears like tumbling Surges flow. 


To ſooth your Griefs your Sighs all fruitleſs prove; 


85 They only N the Pangs of Love. 


Was Heury falſe, and lov'd another more, 
juſtly you might your Rival's Charms deplore 3 


But ſurely without cauſe you Mourn your Fate, 
Since Henry is as Conſtant as he's Great. 


Ro/. I grant it true, yet ſtill he is not here, * 


And I alas! his Abſence cannot bear; 
Each Moment, Volante, ſeems a Year. 


O ! that indulgent Morpheus would ariſe, 


And with ſoft Slumbers cloſe my wearied Eyes! 
Some Reſt, though but imaginary, give! 
Poor tis a Pain without my Love to live. 


Flor. Though Love's the ſofteſt Bleſſing of our Lives, 


The nobleſt Paſſion that a Soul Conceives; 

= Yet was that Love but one continued Joy, 

7 *Twou'd pall upon our Hands, and quickly Cloy. 
Our Senſe of Pleaſure is not half fo great, S 
If nothing interrupts our peaceful State; 

If no ſmall Cares, no Troubles intervene 3 

If 'tis all Sun-Shine, it tis all Serene. 

As gentle Breeze adds Beauty to the Floods, | 
And the Sky's gayeſt when 'tis mixt with Clouds. 


Viol. The Palm-Tree, Madam, by Oppreſſion gore 


And amidſt Thorns, the beſt of Flow'rs, the Ro 
your Henry's Abſence. will inflame him more, 
Add Wings to his Deſires, his Love ſecure. 


Ro/. Sure Adverſe Winds have with my Stars com- 
bin d, | 


3 To ruin my Content, my Peace of Mind! 
Reſolv'd, with Force united, to divide 
hat Love, and all our Vows fo ſtrongly ty'd! 


Perhaps I ner ſtall ſee my Henry more: 


3 Pcrhaps he's Shipwreckt on ſome diſtant Shore: 
That Thought confounds me, drives me to Deſpair ; 


That Shock s too great for my fond Heart to * 
Flor. 


tw Vanaevisn'y Loves: 


Flcr. _— not the Winds which now your Lord : 
etain | 2 
Thoſe Winds may turn, may blow him back again, C 
And doubly recompence your preſent Pain: 'L 
Nor blame the Stars for his too long delay, . 
Or think that they Unite their partial Sway 815 1 
To interrupt your Loves; or Fears create, 3 1 
To make your mutual Joys the leſs compleat. + T 
Sometimes the Stars themſelves will loſe ther Light, 
Be all obſcur'd by the thick Shades of Night ; ES | 
Yet ſoon thoſe Shades to diſtant Regions = 5 . 
And then they triumph, and reſume their Pride. 4 
The ſame Viciſſitude all Nature fhares, ES 1 
Dies, and revives, looks gay, or gloomy like the Stars, 
Viol. The Winter Blaſts deform our Rural Seat, 2 
And drive the Turtle from his conſtant Mate; +. : 
_ Cauſe a long Separation, make him rove "2 
Forlorn, and mournful through the leafleſs Grove: by 
But when returning Spring the Shades renews, |, 
With Pleaſure he the verdant Trees reviews : 2 
His former Solitude bemoans no more, : 
But Bills and Cooes more cloſely than before. 1 
Roſ. I thank you for your Council and your) 
Love; | 5 


But all your Arguments, tho' ſtrong, will prove 
Too weak a Charm my Sorrows to remove. 
Nothing alas! can e'er aſſuage my Pain, 

Till Henry comes to my Embrace again. : 

Flor, Let not Deſpair thus wreck your tender Breaſt; | * 
T'll ſing, and tune your tortur'd Soul to reſt. T 
Since all our Words have loſt their Pow'r to pleaſe, 
Muſick perhaps may give your Sorrows Eaſe. 
Muſick has Charms, I've heard, to ſoften Rocks, 

To temper Brutes, and bend the knotted Oaks. 
To make the worſt of Foes the dearcit Friends, 
Aud mitigate the Tortures of the riends. 

Viol. When in times paſt the Royal Hebrew's Breaſt 
Glow'd with Revenge, with anxious Cares oppreſt, 
The Young Feſſæaan tun'd his Harp ſo well, 
The Monarch's Paſſion in a Moment fell: 
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Or, tht JeaALous QUEEN. 11 


His g'oomy Thoughts were on a ſudden gone, 

Like areary Miſts at the approaching Sun. 

The charming Sounds ſoon gave his Sorrows eaſe, 
And all was Harmony, and all was Peace. 

| Flor. So when of Old kind Orpheus did repair 5 


ZZ To the dark ſhades of Night and black Deſpair, 
Jo ſeek the Darling of his Heart, and found her there: 
In Plato's Preſence ſtrait his Lyre he ſtrung, 
Tuneful he play d, and tunefully he Sung. 
The Sullen God, regardleſs of his Pains, 
L. iſt'ned with Pleaſure to his moving Strains: 
> Approv'd his Mulick, and his Voice ſo well, 
That he releas'd Ewrydice from Hell. 
2's Ro. Well then, ſince Mulick has ſuch Pow'r to 
1 Charm, | | 
To footh the Mournful, and the Fierce diſarm. 
Why ſhould its Power on me alone be loſt? 
hy ſhouldn't I. its equal Virtues boaſt ? - 
- Begin, III liſten to thy tuneful Strains, 
They'l ſure diminiſh, if not heal my Pains. 


it; 


; a [Roſamond Sears herſelf in an eaſy Chair, 

I n -whilſt Fiorella Sings the following Soxs. 
"i The CONSOLATION. 

Wt 

4-5 | 1 | 

73 The Pains which Abſence does create, 

; True Lovers only know: 

Cupid's 4 Tyrant and delights 
eaſt; [3 To aggravate their Woe, 


IT. 
But at the Laſt the God relents, 
And the fond Couple meer: 
Their former Separation makes 
Their preſent Joys more ſweep. 


III. 


"; 5 So when the Waves like Mountains viſe, 
—- And Clouds condenſe the Sky, 
Y The tim” rous. Saylor trembling ſtands, 
Hi. And thinks is Fate is nigh. IV. But 


12 Vanevisn'y LovE: 


| | IV. 
But when the Sun with Magic Pow'r 
 _ . Dijfels thoſe Miſts away; 
Nhen the rough Ocean's lulld aſleep, 
Aud all around looks gay: 


v. 

UDumindſul of his former Fears, 
He voldly Ventures on: 

The Pleaſures of the preſent Calm 
For the paſt Storm attone. 


After the Sox6 Roſamond riſes. 8 
Ro/. Thanks to my Friends: Methinks my Griets I 
are gone, | 8 


Vaniſh'd like Stars before the Riſing Sun. 


Farewel: --- Ill now retire within the Bow'r, ; 
And wait with Patience for the happy Hour, E 
When the kind Winds ſhall waft my Herry o're, KF 
And Land my Lover ſafe on Albion's Shore. I 


[She goes out, Florella follows her, 
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SCENE III. 
Violante alone. Martial Muſick is heard at 

| a Dittance. | 5 
HAT Muſick's that? what grateful ſound 
| invades , 
My Ears, and Ecchoes through the winding Shades ? 
"Tis HExRY'S favourite March, the Tune I know : 


A Meſſenger at leaſt! It muſt be ſo. ; 
SCENEE 


Viol. 
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SCENE IV. 


Enter a Meſſenger, 


BI REAT my comes with ardent Love 


Oppreſt, 


Von muſt prepare to lodge the Roval Gueſt. 


1701, The Bower, and Lady both are ready dreſt, 


Fit to receive {o great, ſo good a Gueſt. 


fel. Soon as the Britiſh Shores the Victor reacli d, 


With freed his foaming Courſer hither ſtretch'd: 
And fee! he comes; his eager Steps prevent 
The very Meſſage which him{#t bath ſent. 


770 en aoroeronoh 4,09 0, 
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SCENE V 


Euter King Henry, after a flouriſh of 


rumpets. 


HERE is my Love, the Queen of my 
Deſires: | 


The deareſt Partner of my ſofteſt Fires? 
My. Heart's impatient of the leaſt Delay, 
And every Moment ſeems a lazy Day. 


Hol. Within yon Grove the penſive Fair does Mourn, 
And languiſhes all Day for yu Return, 


N 


In 


. — * 
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14 Vaneuis'd Love. 
In vain ] ſtrive to tune her Soul to reſt; 


Nothing will pleaſe till with her Monarch bleſt. 
Your Preſence only can her Joys reſtore; 


No Eyes, but thoſe that wound the Fair, can Cure. 


Ning. Was ever Nymph ſo fair, ſo true, ſo fond? 
Was ever Angel like my Roſamond? _ x 
With every Charm adorn'd, and every Grace, 

With endleſs Pleaſure I her Beauties trace, 
And my fond Heart ſprings to her {oft Embrace. 

Vol. The tight of you will ſoon the Fair revive, 
And to her Charms a double Luſtre give. 

King. Well then! with ſpeed I'll to the Grove repair: 
For Oh! 1 own my Bliſs all centers there. 


There will I ſhine like the great God of Day, 


And diſſipate, like Clouds, her Cares away. 

| Turns to his Guard, 
Mean while, I Charge you, with Attention wait, 
To Guard the Bow'r, and watch the outward Gate. 
Let neither Envy, Grief, nor idle Fear, 
Nor any Love-fick Jealouſy appear; | 
Nor ſenſeleſs Pomp, nor noiſy Crowds intrude 


On this Receſs, this grateful Solitude 


But Pleaſures only reign through all the Grove, 
And all around be Peace, and all be Love. 


The End of the Firſt A C F. 
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Or, the [JEALous QUEEN. 15 


Acr I. SN I. 


A Pavilion in the Middle of the Bower. 


Enter King, Roſamond, Violante, Florella, 
_ Guards, and other Attendants. 


Ring. | 


HUS let my weary Sou] at length for 

The . Pleaſures that — * 
Great. 

Conqueſt and Glory let the Warriour prize, 

And ſofter Charms with haughty Pride 
deſpiſe ; 

Arms and the duſty Field I'll ſeek no more: 

Thy lovely Eyes have Arbitrary Power. 

Rec. Thus let me live retir'd, of thee poſſeſt, 

2 Thou beſt of Partners, and of Princes beſt. 

Thy Preſence only can my Fears controul, 

Heal my unquiet Mind, and tune my Soul. 

Ring, Not Britiſh Shouts that rend the vaulted Sky. 

Not bloody Plains where hoſtile Colours fly, 

Not the Cauls Trumpets ſounding a Retreat, 

Not Thouſand Captives proſtrate at my Feet, 

Give half thoſe Tranſports that poſſeſs my Breaſt, 

While thus I'm with my lovely Charmer bleſt. 

2 Ro/. 


— 


From his dear Boſom ſhall I ne'er be torn ? 


And thou, bright Maid, believe me whilſt J ſwear; 


For when thoſe Eyes have once 2 Conqueſt won, 


p | 
| No 


16s Vanaevisn'd LO VH: 


Rof. With eaſe, alas! we credit what we love. 
But will my deareſt Henry never rove? 


RG 


Ne er live again forſaken, and forlorn ? 

Will he be only, be forever mine? | 

Shall neither Time, nor Age our Souls disjoin ? 

Shall no New Beauty his fond Heart ſurpriſe, 

And make him own the Triumph of her Eyes? 
ng, Hear, ſolemn Fove, and conſcious Venus, hear, 


No Time, No Change, No future Flame ſha!l move 
The well-plac'd Baſis of my laſting Love. 

Should all thy Charms to wrinkled Age give way, 
Should Sickneſs make thy Graces all decay, | 
Thy Cora] Lips forfake their charming Red, 

Thy Cheeks look pale, and Life it ſelf ſeem fled; 
Yet ſo much Goodneſs would be left behind, 

As woud oblige me to be ever kind. 


The Captive muſt their Pow'r forever own. - 
Ref. Pardon the Thought; I own 'twas raſh and 
vain, 
A falſe Idea, and a fancy'd Pain. 
Henceforth Tl all my future Hours employ, 
Subſervient only to my Henry's Joy: 
Henceforth I'll from my Heart all Doubts remove, 
And think my ſelf more happy in thy Love, 
Than Juno in the ſoft Embrace of Jove. 
King, Forever bleſt be Cytharea's. Shrine! 
May Pires eternal on her Altars ſhine! 
Since ſo much Truth in Roſamonda's found; 
Since in her Kindneſs my Ambition's crown'd. _ 
Since by each tender Look, each Thought, I ſce 
Her Joys and Sorrows center all in me. | 
And ſure I am, I wouldn't change this Hour, 
For all the Pomp, and all the Pride of Pow'r. 
Ref. Oh! I could ever hear thy charming Tongue, 
(Thy Voice is ſweeter than the Syren's Song) 
And never think the happy Hours too long. 


vv hwy how! 


Pr AS 


Or, the IEALOUS QUEEN. 17 


No Woman ſure was eer ſo truly bleſt, 
Nor of ſo great a Monarch's Heart poſſeſt. 

XZ Xing, No Prince was e'er fo happy ſure, to find | 
A Maid {o beauteous, and ſo wondrous kind. i 
oh! may our preſent Happineſs endure, ; 
Fron Fortune, Time, and envious Death ſecure! | 
Xx Zo. Oh! may this Harmony forever laſt, 

And every Hour prove happier than the pait! 


225 King, Trumpets and Drums ſhall celebrate our Bliſs, | 
1 And Albion keep a Feſtival for this. g 
New Ways Il ſtudy to oblige my Fair; | 
And thy Diverſion ſhall be all my Care. { 
= Go, Volante, call your Partners in, | f 
And let your Rural Paſtimes now begin. | 

Here may be introduc d 5 bort Paſtoral Dia- 5 

logues, Songs, Figure- Dances, or any other. 
Entertainments, as the Miſtreſs ſhall think k 

proper.] After the Interludes are over, the- 

7 King and Roſamond riſe. 5 | 

a = Xing, Now, my fair Angel, I muſt take my Leave, | 


And give my wearied Eyes a ſhort Reprieve. 
In yon cool Grotto's artificial Night, 
Refreſhing Slumbers I'll a while invite; 

Then ſeek again, reviv'd, my abſent Fair, 


With all the Love a tender Heart can bear. 
5 | He goes out. 


8 I x Oo 


cg, Lg.” 


Roſamond alone. 


. F RO M*whence ariſe theſe fad preſaging Fears, 
| Theſe ſudden Starts, theſe Sighs, and falling Twin? i 
: S 
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13 VANGUISs H' D Lovs: 
Oft in my ſilent Dreams, at Dead of Night, 
T've ſeen, methought, Great Henry take his Flight, 
Wafted by Angels thro' the Realms of Light: 
While I, alas! abandon'd and forlorn, 

To ſome unheard of, gloomy Deſart born, 

Have ſeem'd, thro' pathleſs Wilds, alone to ſtray, 
Without one Sun-Beam to direct my Way. 

"Tis Fiction all, and I will grieve no more: 

My Life has endleſs Bleſſings ſtill in Store. 

Hence every Thought, and every anxious Care, 
"Tis Fiction all; for my lov'd Henry's here. 
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SCENE I. I 
The Entry of the Bower. 4 


Enter Curdelio alone. 


The gay Proſpect, the delicious View! 
Forever charming, and forever new! 

Here, lovely Greens of various Shades ariſe, 

Bedeck'd with fragrant Flowers of various Dyes: ' 

There, Fountains playing thro' the ſhady Trees, 

Add new Refreſhment to the gentle Breeze. 

Here, ſtands a Rock, there, rolls a purling Stream: 


Sure tis a Viſion! Sure tis all a Dream! = 
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[She goes out. 


% Enter Queen, Henrietta, Chloris, and other 


Attendants. 


Tn i OE wer yn hy : 
— DG 2 Mou? e 


| Queen. | 
So HE Bow'ry Vaults before my Eyes appear! . 
My Boſom pants with an unuſual Fear: 0 


A Thouſand Terrors ſhake my guilty Soul. 

I tee, with Horror ſec, my Hands embru'd 
In purple Streams of my fair Rival's Blood. 

| Methinks I ſee the Victim gaip for Breath, 
And ſtart, and ſtruggle in the Pangs of Death. 
XZ Methinks I ſee my raging, dying Lord, 
And Oh! curſt Fate, I ſee my ſelf abhorr'd! 


RY 


What Heart, tho' ne'er fo great, can ever bear i 
The Pangs of raging- Love, and wild Deſpair? - A 


A Thouſand Checks my timorous Heart controu!, 


—ͤ—ä—— —ʒᷣ—— * „ FANG 
_ —— 3277 1 


Cord. My Eyes o erflow, my Heart with Grief is torn, 


Jo bear my Queen, my Royal Miſtreſs mourn. ¶ Aſade. 


Deen, What Methods ſhall my trembling Soul purſue? 


Teach me, ye Powers, O! teach me what to do. 


Cord. Behold! Great Queen, that ſhady Bower will 
ſhew | 


Where lies conceal'd your fair, your guilty Foe. 
That conſcious Scene of lawleſs Love contains 
he fatal Cauſe of all your anxious Pains. 


een, In yonder Vale I know my Rival lies: 


It is decreed,----- It ſhall be ſo, - She dies. 
Help me, Cordelio, quickly to deſtroy 

Her matchleſs Guilt, and her unbounded Joy. 

No Sorrow ſure can e er with mine compare! 


[che goes out, Cordelio and the reſt of 


her Attendants fallow her. 
ks 7. 


20 Vanaevisn'yd LOVE: 


To meet thy Bliſs m' exalted Soul prepare: 


SCENE V. 
Enter Roſamond alone. 


O Raviſhing Delight! O riſing Joy! 
No anxious Cares ſhall now my Peace annoy. 


[ 4 Noiſe withou?, 
My Henry comes, his well-known Steps I hear. 
— What do I ſee?----- My Fate, alas! draws nigh. 
My injur'd Queen ! ----- I'm doom'd, I fear, to die. 


EAR ce c 


SCENE V 


Enter the Queen, with a Boul of Poiſon in Þ be 
one Hand, and a Dagger in the other. Þ 0: 
Henrietta and. Chloris follow at a Diſtance. 


= Queen. 5 5 Fru 
H Us arm'd with double Death reſolvd Im Ho 
| 5 come: | = 1 
Behold, vain Sorcereſs, behold thy Doom. 5 
Thy mighty Crimes to their full Period tend, 


And This,---- or This,---- forthwith thy Days ſhall end. 


Roſ. What ſhall I ay? or how ſhall I reply 
To the juſt Threats of your wrong'd Majeſty ? 
; a 


Or, the JzaLovus QUEEN. 21 


Queen, "Tis Guilt that does thy faultring Tongue 
6 controul: : | 
= | Be quick, and drink up all this fatal Bow!, 
4 Or this Right Hand performs her Tragic Part, 
And plants a Dagger in thy treacherous Heart. 
= Ro. O! Can Britannia's Queen give ſuch Com- 
mands, | 
Or can ſhe dye in Blood her ſacred Hands? 
Shall uch Reſentments fire her generous Breait ? 
HFBritannias Queen ſhould ſuch dark Deeds deteſt. 
O! think, when Tides of Youthful Blood run high,) 
= When Scenes of long expected Joys draw nigh, 9 
Lis double Death at ſuch a Time to die. 2 
Queen, To thee, whoſe Fame's become a Publict 
Stain, | | 
That Life thou plead'ſt for ſhould be thought a Pain. 
Re/. Who could reſiſt thy Henry's matchicis Charms, 
And baniſh ſuch a Hero from her Arms ? 
O! think a little on the tender Fires, 
The melting Thoughts and languiſhing Deſires, 
That fill your Breaſt, when you the Charmer ſce; 
Think on your ſelf, and ſure you'll pity me. 
Queen, And doſt thou thus thy horrid Guilt de- 
plore? . 
Thy Fate is ſeal'd, and I will hear no more, 

5 [Holds the Dagger to her Breaſt. 
= Ref. O! gracious Queen, your lifted Arm reſtrain; 
= Behold theſe Tears! Let em not flow in vain. 
0] let Compaſſion in your Boſom riſe, 

And hear with Pity my repenting Sighs. | 
Queen, In vain thou ſtriv'it to move me with thy 
= Tears; | | 

Fruitleſs are all thy Sighs, in vain thy Pray'rs. 

Hope not a Day, no, not an Hour's Reprieve. 
Ko. Tho? I live miſerable let me live. 

In ſome dark Cave let me forgotten lie, 

7 Baniſh'd the Day, and every humane Eye: 

E Offended Heav'n, ev'n there I will adore, 

9 Nor wiſh to fee the Sun, or Henry more. 
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ueen, Why does my tardy Vengeance thus delay ? 
MI this Moment ſhall my Races ey. -. l 
Roſ. Madam, thus proſtrate at your Feet I fall: 
Let me one Moment ſtill for Mercy call! [ Keel, 
 Oween, Mercy to Crimes leſs heinous may be due; 
But Death and Horror ſhall thy Crimes purſue. 
Ro/. This fatal Bowl ſhall then prevent the 1 2 
| | Driitks, 
O! Whither will my parted Spirits go? 

Queen, Where thou thy Crimes forever ſhalt lament, 
And wiſh in vain thou hadſt been innocent. | 
Ro. Tyrant, my dying Soul with Fury burns, 
And ſlighted Sorrow into Madneſs turns. 

Think not, imperious Author of my Woe, 

That dying Roſamond will leave thee ſo. 

My murther'd Ghoſt ſhall haunt thee in the Night, 

And with her hideous Screams thy Soul aftright. 

And, when the Night her fable Curtain draws, 

Thy Lord, my Henry, ſhall revenge my Cauſe.----= 

Whither, O! whither does my Frenzy drive? 

Forgive my Paſſion, and your Wrongs forgive. 

My Veins are frozen, and my Blood grows chill, 

And all the weary Springs of Life ſtand ſtill. 

Death's Icy Hand benumbs my Limbs all o'er, 

And now your Hated Rival is no more. 06 
| Sinks down into an eaſy Chair 

. papel Foes beneath us proſtrate 

le, 9 5 ” 
Is it not very great to bid them die? 
But how much greater is it to forgive, 
To ſet them free, and let the Captives live! 
| | [Turns to Henrietta and Chloris. 
Draw nigh, my Friends, and mark your Queens 
Commands; 
Beneath yon Hills a private Convent ſtands, 
Where the fam'd Streams of Iſis ſoftly ſtray; 
Thither the breathleſs Coarſe forthwith convey, 
And bid the Cloyfter'd Nuns, with pious Care, 
The ſolemn Funeral Rites this Night prepare. 
[They carry Roſamond e 
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e scepters and Crowns could no ſuch Tranſports give; 
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AMY, 
Tate 


Iris, 


| off. 


1⁰0 


4 
> Hence every Thought, and every anxious Care; 
Hence every Torment that attends Deſpair. 


Or, the JEALOUS QUEEN. 


— Queen alone. 


Now, now the Conflict of my Mind is Oer, 
nd faithleſs Ro/amond ſhall charm no more. 


Nov ſhall my Henry live with me alone; 
Now the gay Hero ſhall be all my own. 


Tis Pain without my Better Half to live. 
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VanqQvisn'yd LOVE: 


Acr III. Scznxs 1. 


A Grotto. 


"a The King afleep upon a Bank of Flowers. 
A Cloud deſcends, and in it Four 
Guardian Angels, with Emblems in their 
Hands of War and Peace. The fir Þ 
comes forward, and ſings Genius f 
England. After the Song is ended, all, 
5 join in a Fgure-Dance, to a Martial 
= Tune. 
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1 t Ang A. © 
E E, how dejected Albions Mo- 
N ARCH lies! WC 
Reſtleſs in Thought, tho Sleep has 4 

clos'd his Eyes. E] 
Let us with double Diligence attend; g. 
For on our Care his future Joys de: + 

pend. | | N 
| 24 Angel. Z T 
9 7 In Fields of Death, my Poſt ſhall be, to ſpread = Ce 
A Shield of Adamant around his Head. BY 

| EE EC 8 34 Angel, 


24 Auge . 
And Mine, in Peace to guard the Throne unſeen, 
And Reconcile the Hero, and the Seen. 

ath Ant vel. 
W hen Hoſts of Foes th Warrior ſhall ſurround, 
Bravely he ſhall retreat without a Wound. 


IS 1 will engage their Fauchions to miſguide, 


- Wa 

E- 
4 'S "ye 0 5 ſha 
A 8 


And turn their pointed Arrows all alice. 
15 Angel. 


Fl And prompt the ambitious Sold iers to Reb, a 
Fach inward Fears, ſuch Terrors Til create, 


$4 AS all their veſt forin'd Plots at Once defeat. 
5 24 Angel. 

6 T0 : »*1 <6 & Pay 1 

* But who has Skill ſufficient tO rem VE 

4 


he Pangs oft Sorrow, and the R age of Lore? 


34 Ti;2 gel. 


S [i tie his Godlike Soul with mwichty hemces. 


4th Ange . 
And L' his Troubles ſogth in Plealing D:cams. 


1 /t Hagel. 


5 80 fl all fond gr before Ambiti 0 fly, 


And Cotindleſs Grief in endleſs Raptures die. 


24 Aus el. 


V hatc'er in Britiſh Annals can \ be found, 
That's truly great, Heroic, and renown'd 


= \Wohacer uncommon Actions ſhall adorn 
W Great Britain's Champions that are yet unborn, 
ö in Slumbers fall tuccecd : 
he Gauls {halt in imaginary Battles Hecd. 
1 ſtand before the Monarci's E. yes, 
Aud e and Blenhiem's Conqucils rife. 


34 Angel. 


= Bchold ! Great Henry {miles 4 110 his Trance, 


And ſhakes, with ſeeming Toy, a fancy'd Laco. 
His thoughtful Brain is filbd with loud Alarms, 

E The Shouts of Armies, and the Claſii of Arms.---» 
ec! Glory ſtrives :----- The Field at laſt is won: 
Honour revives, and laws Polio. gone. 
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Hen no more muſt think of Love, or you. 


4th Angel. 
he Cod of Love now pleads his Cauſe in vain; 
Now Henry's Heatt is proof to every Pain. 
His growing Picaſures can no Compaſs keep, 
And are too vehement, too fierce for Sleep. 
Ihe Angels aſcend, and the Vijzon dl appear, 
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1 N E H. 


Henry ſtarting from the Couch. 


UR E, in ſome Fairy Land I've lately been ! f 
Such mighty Joys, ſuch Wonders J have ſeen! A 
Still does the Proſpect ſtand before my Eyes, I: 
And ſtill a Crowd of glorious Objects riſe: R 
A Thouſand Fights, and Triumphs immature, B 
That lie in deep Futurity obſcure, ö a A 


Break forth, and to the open Day diſplay'd, 

Too plain my ſoft, ingloricus Hours upbraid. 
Tranſported with ſo bright, ſo gay a Scheme, 

My waking Lite appears, methinks, a Dream. 
Farewel, ye Roſy Brakes, a long Adieu: = 
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O] beauteous Ro/amond, Oh, riſing Woe! 
Why do my eee, Eyes ſo faſt o'erlow ? 
How ſhall my trembling Heart it's Purpoſe tell, 
And bear to take her long, her laſt Farewel?---- 
Riſe, Great Ambition, riſe in all thy Charms, 
Thy gilded Banners ſpread, and burniſh'd Arms. 
Let the Drums beat, and the ſhrill Trumpets join 
To animate my Soul with Rage divine. 

Try all thy Arts my Paſſion to remove; 
Tewill ask thein all, to Fanguiſh lawleſs Love. 


He goes out. ; 
SCENIE 


Or, the TkaLous QUEEN. 27 
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SCENE III. 


A Tas E, on which ſtands the Queen's 
Bowl, with the Dagger lying by it, and 
a Letter directed to the King, with In- 
formation of the Death of Ry/amoud. 
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ears, 


Enter the Queen N n 

OO K down, ye Stars, ye Powers divine, ook £ 
down, | 
And make the Cauſe of Innocence your oven. 
Iaſtruct my Tongue my Henry to afldvage, 
Revive kis Love, or mitigate his Rage. 
But ſee my Lord appears, he hither flies, 
And Lightning flaſhes in his angry Eyes. 
I dread the Storm, and therefore will retire, 
Leſt Sight of me ſhonld fan his Paſſions highef. 
[She retires to the farther End of the Stage. 
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Enter the King. 


N Heart preſages ſome ill Fate is near 
; Why ſhould I tremble elſe, unus'd to fear ? 
| Why ould" my Soul with ſecret Horror ſhake? 


No idle Dreams could ſuch Impreſſions make. 
NEE D 2 What 
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28 Vaxquisu'p Love: 


— 


What mcans this melancholy, ſilent She, 
This Pomp of Death, this Tragic Scene of Woe? 

{ Surveys the Bowl and Dagger, and peruſes the Letter. 
Death to my Eyes! What News is this I read. 
GREAT SR, vour beauteors ROSAMOND ig dead. 
What ſhall I fay, or whither ſhall I turn? 

With Rage and Love alternately I burn. 


From Thought to Thought my reſtlets Soul is toft, 


And in the Whirle of boundicis Pailion loſt.---- 

Why did I not, ye Powers, in Battle fall, 

Cruth'd by the mighty Thunder of the Gaul? 

Why did my Boſom miſs the pointed Spear ? 

Life's now a Torment that's too great to bear.--—- 

But fee! the fatal Cauſe of all my Fears, | 

Ihe Queen comes ſor ward. 

The Source of all my Sorrows now appears,------ 

Madam, No unexpected Gueſt is here; | 

That Bowl declar'd Britannia's Queen was near. 
Queen, Why in theſe Shades do I my Lordreceive? 


Xing, Is this the Welcome, Madam, that you give? E 


Queen, Thus coldly ſhould divided Lovers meet? 
Ning, And is it thus, that we like Strangers greet? 
Queen, — Pleaſures could theſe guilty Shades 
afford, | | 

Becoming thee, Mine, and Great England's Lord ? 

Degenerate Thoughts, I fear, have fir d your Breaſt. 
King, The Thirſt of Blood, I fear, has yours poſſeſt. 

Thy Hands my Roſamenda's Blood has ſhed. 

O! tell me, Tygreſs, where the Maid's convey'd; 

In Floods of Sorrow I'll lament her Shade. 

No Nymph e er mov'd with ſuch a graceful Air, 

No Roſe e er {melt ſo ſweet, no Lilly look d fo fair. 
Queen, My Lord, I ſee your Heart with Anguiſh 
N en, | : | 

Tis Death to me to fee my Henry mourn. 

The Living, Sir, you mourn, while injur d I. 

To be ſo lov'd. ſo moan'd, would freely die. 
King, Does ſhe then Live ? ---- Oh! ſpeak that Word 

again: | 

Why will „ou daliy with a Monarch's Pain? 


een, 
= 


Or, the JEALOUS QUEEN. 29 


1 ueen, Was your Fair Roſamond, my Foe, alive, 
wouldn't „our Love, and all my Wrongs revive? 
King, Gh! No, By wondrous Viſions from above, 
Z Im ſummon'd to the Field, and freed from Love. 
Queen, O joyful News! -—- Then ceaſe, my Lord, 
| to grieve, 
And know your Reſamonda's ſtill alive. 
= The Bowl by me with drowſy Juices fill d. 
from cold Egyptian Drugs by Art diſtill d, 
In borrow'd Death has clos'd awhile her Eyes; 
hut ſoon the waking Nymph again ſpall rife, 
In a cloſe Convent, far remov'd, ſhall ſhine, 
And ſpend her Time in Songs and Hymns divine: 
Shall make Attone ment for herſelf, and you, 
„ And bid the guilty World with Joy Ap IE u. 
& King, How bleſt is Henry, if this News be true!) 
© In Lite and Bliſs do but ſecure the Fair, 
Il never ask you how ſhe lives, or where. 
2 | Forever from my youthful Fancy fled, 
May the whole World declare, and think her dead. 
The Charms of Beauty I' no more purſue : . 
[WE But with alone to ive and die with you. | 
es Queen, How does my joyful Heart; for ſuch a 
4 Prize, 
The Cenſures of th' ill judging World deſpiſe 
oh! change no more, and I'll forgive what's paſt, 
ſt. Think all a Dream, and 1 chaſt. 
5 | King, This wondrous Goodneſs how ſhall I repay!” 


Forever bleſt be this aufpicious Day! | 
| Sure none would to Forbidden Pleaſures rove, 
| That ever knew the Sweets of Virtuous Love. 
geen, Marriage alone can ſolid Joys diſpence, 
ih join true Happineſs with INNOCENCE. 
Xing, This Reconcilement let the Goddels Fame, 
With her ſhrill Trump, to diſtant Realms proclaim : . 
Whilſt, here at Home, we revel in Delight, 
And cloſe, with a SuoxT BALL, this happy Night. 
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EPILOGUE. 


§ Timorous Sailors, when the Surges bent, 

And rouze th' Old Occan from his caln 
Retreat, | 

With aching Hearts behold the Temyel: 
— rife, 
And wiſh to e, the Shore with weeping Eyes: 

Yet, when the Wind's allay d, all Sorrow's gone, 
Thoughtleſs of Dangers paſt, All venture on, 8 
And one calm Hour does for the Storm attone. $ 

So We, when we appear m Publick View, 
Are apprehenſive of each Look from You : 
Fearful, leſt our Attempt your Frowns ſhould raiſe, 
And meet with Cenſure whilſt we aim at Praiſe. 2 
But when we find that Youeſpouſe our Cauſe, 5 
And raiſe our drooping Spirits with Applauſe; 13 
With a freſh. Ardour we Our Tasks renew, 3 
And ſpare no Pains to be approv'd by You. ; 
To y0u, Kind. Ladies, we for Refuge fly : 

Let your Good Nature our Defects /upply. 
Your wonted Charms let generous Smiles di 
And drive our little Fears, like Miſts, away. 
Accept of what we ve done, tho done amiſs, 
And with Applauſe our Harmleſs Sports diſmiſs... Y 
This New Ess Ax let your Indulgence ſpare, F 
Mell Practiſe thus before you Once a Year. 

But, ſhould Our T ask to Night your Spleen procure, We 
Nell ask Forgiveneſs, and Offend no more. HO 
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Or xtwo- ACTS. 


As it was PERFORM'D 


Buy the Tung LADIEs of Mrs. Brrr ants: 

School, (being One of their Annual Pu B 
Lick EXEP.CISES) with the general 
Approbation of their Friends, 
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A Mc/enger delivers a Letter, as from the 
Actors to the Prolocutor. After a ſhort 
Peruſal, ſhe tears it with Reſentment, 
and begins: | | 


1 ; 
WET Ss ont ſpeak this PROLOGUE:--- Go tell 
8 —— o 'em /0; 
wr: If they no Wit, I can ſome Manners 
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w. 
IE I put on Airs, and huff the Audience! 

Lell em "tis rude; and argues want of 

| Senfſe.----- | | 

No, LaptEs, Pl an humbler Methid take, © 

And will preſume no PROLOGUE here to ſpeak : 

| You thought I would, +7 may miſtake. 

Mere you to wreck the fruitfulleſt Invention, 

= You can't ima gine what is my Intention: | 

But, not to be too tedious, I'll explain 

Te mighty ProJEcT of my teeming Bram. 

Is this, with all due Reverence and Submiſſion, 

To ſum up all our. Warts in a Pkririox. 

ere you to know how great is our Diſtreſs, 

© What Pains we take at Times like theſe : Dreſs, 
e couldn't ask your Aid without Succeſs. 

No Country Heireſs, hat to Town reſorted, 

Full of her ſelf, and longing to be courted, 

Eer took that Care to drive the City.thro', . 

And rauſack every Shop for ſomething gay and new. 

| Firlt then, we move yon GENTLEMEN and BEAUS, 

To furniſh us with all your fineſt Cloaths: 
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Fring'd 


4 


Fring'd Gloves, Tye-Wiggs, Edg'd Hats, with ſmart 


Hoops, Fringes, Store of Pins and Bodkins, 


Then ſend theſe Trinkets in without Delay, 


F 


Clodio, Page to Manlius. 


PROLOG.UE 


.  Cockades, - 
And Morning-Gowns made all of rich Brocades: 
Embroider'd Coats and Waſtcoats, if you'll ſpare em. 
Fe ast no Breeches, -----' *ren't our Place to wear em. 
Now to you, Lapres, humbly we apply" 
For a freſh Grant of all your Finery: 
Your Brilliants, Lockets, Watches, Tweezer-Caſea 
Flow'rs for our Heads, and Patches for our Faces: 


Bejrdes a Thouſand other little odd Things 
Too tedious here in Order to expreſs, ; 
And not ſo proper for a SHoRT ADDRESS. | = 
We're All ambitious of appearing fine, I 
And fain would with uncommon Lufir# ſhme. 


And your Petitioners ſhall ever pray. 


Perſons NAME S. 


7 M E N. 
Manlius. | 
Granius, Attendant an Manlius. 


WOMEN. 
Eudoſſa. b 
Lucia, Attendant on Eudoſia. 
Four Prieſts of Diana. . 
Guards, Prieſts, Dancers, and other Attendants. 


SCENE. 


The Temple of Dtaxa, and adjacent Parts in Rot. 
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Enter Manlius and Clodio. 


Manlius. 


O ME hither, Clodis, thou muſt 
| leave thy Play, 
And be my little Mercury to Day. 
Thou haſt a pretty, forward, win- 
ning Face, 
And may'ſt in time deſerve a bet- 
der Place. 
Canſt thou cajole and flatter ? 
s Canſt thou tell | 
A Lover's Story to a Lady well? 
If ſo;--- Go to Exdo/ia's Chamber: On her wait, 
And entertain her with thy harmleſs Chat. 
x ca Thou'lt 


r os 
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Thou'lt gain an eaſy Audience from the Fair; 
Thy pratling Nonſenſe ſhe'll with Pleaſure hear. 


- 


Perhaps regard, my Boy, what thou elt Aay, 
'Tho' when I tpeak, ſhe turns With Scorn away: 
In thy Diſcourſe let drop thy Maſter's Name, 
And whiſper nous and chen his ardent Flame: - - 
Perhaps thy Tongue may prove a Cupid's Dart, 
And melt with his ſoft Fires her frozen Heart. 
Clod. Great Sir, Þ'il do the very beſt I can, 
And wiſh (to {erve you more) I was a Man. 
3ut as I am, I can run to and tro, 
And drop a careleſs Letter as I go; 
Can, while my Lady diefles, ling a Song, 
(Which ſhell ſuſpect not as I am fo young) _ 
Wherein your Love fra!l bear the greateſt Part, 
And that Way ſteal a Paſtage to her Heat. 
Manl. There's my good Boy, thou underſtand'ſt me 
Well; | 
And mayſt thou with Succeſs my Paſſion tell. 
If not,---- a Thoujand Ways III ſtill contrive; 
New Pilots T'il form to make my Hopes revive. 
In various Shapes I will purſue my Love, 
Shapes more than Proteus knew, or the dread Thund tc: 
For“. 
But e're I go, exert thy little Art, 
And let me hear how thou wilt act thy Part. 
Practiſe thy Song before me, let me ſee 
How thy ſoft Sounds will with my Love agree. 
Clod. With Pleature I obey :--- But, my good Lord, 
If I ſucceed, I hope you'll keep your Word. 


[Clodio ing. ö 

Pie 

THE SONG. 7 
T, Iat 

*Tis Agonizing Pain to Lỹnr Co 
Where we can meet with no Return: Co 


Zo find the Fair as Marble cold, 
While in tormenting Fires we gurt. 


FI. 2 i 


LY 
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| 2 
O do not then, Celeſtial Maid, 
Io the Great Manlius cruel prove ! 
The coyeſs Nymph that &er was known, 
With Joy reſign'd her Charms to Jove. 


Manl. O! may thy little Arts propitious prove, 
And melt the beauteous Virgin down to Love! 
If thou but proſper'ſt, thou ſhalt be ſupply'd 
With all New Play-Things, and a Horſe belide. 


.ord 4 


(rms, 


1D 


50 


S . 


Sehe draws, and diſcovers Eudoſia fitting 
at a Table, with a Book in her Hand, 
and Lucia attending by her. She reads 
part of a Poem againſt Senſual Pleaſures. 


ISTAKEN Man! I: this the fancy'd all? 
The Tinſell'd Nothing, that we Pleaſure call? 
0n nameful Barbariſm ! No Figure can excuſe 
The vile Abſurdity, the groſs Aon/e. 
Pleaſure is only proper to the Soul, 
That can our miſled Faculties controul. 
An! Could we but with ſearching Knowledge come 
Iaro ſome quiet Souls Withdrawing Rooms! 
Content, hem'd round with Foys, we there might find: 
Content, the celebrated Sabbath of the; Mind. 
Eudoſia ſhats the Boole, and riſes. 
Eud. With what a Luſtre muſt that Virgin ſhine, 
The Objects of whoſe Thoughts are all divine! 
E Whoſe 
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Whoſe free born Soul does like the Eagle riſe, 
And whilſt on Earth converſes with the Skies. 
Luc, Madam, to Heav'n, I own; Devotion's due ; 

But no cold Veſtal ever liv'd like you. 
In Contemplation your whole Time is ſpent : 
The Bow, methinks, ſhould ſometimes be unbent. 
Some little Pleaſures the kind Gods approve, | 
And Heav'n's bright Queens obey'd the Calls of Love, 
IVerus would court Adonis to her Arms, | 
And the chaſt Moon confeſs Endymion's Charms. 
Why then ſ:ould you ſuch licens'd Joys deſpiſe, 
And look on Mazlius with ſuch ſcornful Eyes? 
Eu. Lucia, thy ill tim'd Arguments forbear, 
Thou know'ſt his Name's ungrateful to my Ear. 
Sure thou'rt inſtructed, haſt receiv'd a Fee, 
To prove an Advocate for him with me. 
But all in vain; for I ſhall ever prove 
Cold as a Statue to his ardent Love. 
Luc. Pardon me, Madam, I'd no other View 
In the Propoſal, but my Zeal for you. | 
His Wealth and Grandeur would me't me, I own : 
J couldn't ſcorn a Lover with a Crown. 
End. Scepters and Crowns, tis true, are daz ling 
| Things; | | 
But anxious Cares attend the beſt of Kings, 
Soft, eaſy Quiet ſits not on a Throne; 
Nor can a Monarch call one Day his own. 
In my Opinion, happier is the Swain, 
That daily Labours on the verdant Plain: 
Where Nature's Landskips only charm his Sight, 
With all her unexpenſive, green Delight. | 
As for my Part, tho” Fate has rais'd me high, 
In pleaſing Solitude I'll live and die. 
To Heav'n alone devote my future Days, 
And ſing, whilſt I have Life, Diana's Praiſc. | 
Eudoſia /its down to her Book again. 
Id Clodio knocks at the outward Door. 
Erd. Lucia, Step down, and {ce who knocks below. 
Lucia goes out. And returns again. 


Luc. Tis Clodio, Madam, come to wait on you. 5 
|  Etthh, 


„ 


bt 
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Eud. Well, let him up. (Lucia goes out.) What 
would the Pratler have? 


5 The Play-Things which I promis d him, I gave. + 
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SCENE HE 


Lucia introduces Clodio to Eudoſia. 


Kad. Ao, Sir, and what's your weighty Errand 


ay? 
Col. To ſing you the New Song 1 learn d to Day. 


1 ; Corelli ſet it, and the Air is fine, 
do are the Words ; for you muſt know, they re mine. 


"z 


End. Thy I nfant-Poctry no doubt muſt charm, 


2? Muſt needs be innocent, and void of harm. 


well then, begin, thy little Skill exert, 


| And I'll reward thee to thy juſt Deſert. 


[Clodio ſings. 


*Tis Agonizing Pain to love, 
Where we can meet with no Return: &c. 


Eud. Fie, Cleats, fie, why would'ſt thou tell me 
Lies ? 


L | Thy Fancy never cou'd ſuch Thoughts deviſe. 


; | You ſhow'd be whipt, young Man, tor Songs like 


theſe. 
Clod. What ſhould I fing then * ? for I fain would 
- ,..-Pleale, 
Eud. 3 Clodio, Pſalms, and ſometimes Hymns 
ivine. 
Y Their Air's meledious, and Com pofure fire. 
EX - 
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Clod. Pſalms, Madani ! --- School - Boys only ſing 
Pſalm-Tunes: | 3 
We Pages, better taught, ſing Court-Lampoons. 
Eud. Go, get you gone, you idle Pratler, go; 


I'll never love you more for talking ſo. [ Frown;, 


Clod. I beg your Pardon, Madam, on my Knees. 
What I have ſaid I'm ſorry ſhould diſpleaſe. 
Oh! ſend me not without a Smile away: 
Be Friends again, or I ſhall cry all Day. [Meg 

End. Well, well, I am: This Fault I ſtall forget; 
But have a Care how you the next commit. 

| [ Clodio bows and goes ont, 

How ſoon corrupted is a tender Mind! 
How ſoon are Youth to vicious Thoughts inclin'd! 


Too few, alas, the Paths of Virtue tread, 


Who're nobly born, or in a Palace bred. 
| [As Eudoſia is going out, fhe meet: 
Manlius, and turns back in Diſordr, 
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SCENE: IV. 
Enter Manlins to Eudoſia. 
 Manlias. 


H V doſt thou thus, fair Maid, thy Lover ſhun? 
Y Why veil thoſe Eyes by. which he is undone? 


Thou ſhould'ſt have hid their killing Fires before, 


Or mingled kind Compaſſion with their Pow'r. 
Ed, Why will you thus in vain diſturb my Reſt? 


| How often have I beg'd you to deſiſt ? 


So many Times I have your Suit deny'd, 


Methinks, my Lord, you might be ſatisfy d. Aral 
g IA. 


— — TO 1H — — 
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ſing Wl Marl. Think of the wondrous Patience of my Love! 
Let my unwearted Zeal thy Piry move. | 
Think of che Pains your cold Rebukes create! 
Think how a Prince lies proſtrate at your Feet! 
wi O Ceaſe to wound me with your angry Eyes; 
| For my fond Paſſion tho' ſuppreſt will riſe. | 
as the weak Reed, when the cold North Wind blows, 
Yields to the boiſt'rous Blaſt, and lowly bows : 
eeps, vet fill the Storm inſults it but in vain, 
| By ſlow Degrees it ſwells, and mounts again. 
Eud. Why will you ſtil] your Luckleſs Paſſion move, 
ont. And follow One that is averſe to Love? 
Manl. Becauſe my Peace of Mind is that way flown, 
And J muſt find her out, or be undone. 
| Ed, O] think not, Sir, I eer ſhall eaſe your Pain: 
Virtue's impregnable; your Siege is vain. 
| Mal. Sure ſome ill Planet rub'd when I was born, 
That I ſhould thus become a Woman's Scorn! [Ade, 
You think-with Pride my Pow'r you may withſtand, 
| Becauſe I ſũe for what I might command. [To her. 
0! Madam, think a little, with what Fate, 
I, as a Monarch, might the Bleſſing fiezc / 
But Force diſſolves the Pleatures we propole, 
And more the Tyrant, than the Lover, ſhows. 
| O do not then my long'd for Joys deny | 
Name your own Terms, and Manlius will comply. 
Tud. Could you then ſully your unſpotted Fame, 
And quit your Honour for a Loveſick Flame? 
Could you the Cenſures of the World deſpiſe, 
For ſuch a Conqueſt, ſuch a trifling Prize? 
Mani. A Trifle! ---- No,-- To Heav'n thou art 
ally'd : | 
hun? Art Nature's Maſter-Piece, her greateft Pride: 
"ne? Thy Form, when finiſh'd, ſhe with Pleaſure view'd, 
Excell'd herſelf, and own'd the Work was good. 
Eud. O] that thoſe Charms had periſh'd in the 
eſt? Bud ! 
Maul. O direful Imprecation ! 


Ed. Not too great, 
hen thoſe ſoft Charms my Ruin would create. 
3 E 3 Ceaſe, 


Man. 
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Ceaſe, ceaſe your Suit; for Virtue can't comply : 
Or do a Deed of Mercy, let me die. 
Manl. Inexorable Fair, why ſhouldſt thou prove 
So bold a Rebel to the Cauſe of Love? 
Eud. Conſider, Sir, when Vice and Virtue meet, 
They muſt run counter, can't incorporate. 
Mani. Muſt we then part forever? 
Eud. - — ſy Ever part. 
My Reſolution's fixt. 
Man. ä You'll break my Heart. 
Eud. To chaſt Diana I'll for Refuge fly, 
Will live a Virgin, and a Virgin die. 


IE hos de 


{She goes out, 


Manlius alone. 


She's gone,----with fierce Reſentment in her Eyes: 
Yet ſtill, if poſſible, III win the Prize. | 
What Wiles, what Stratagems can do Tl try, 

And, if all fail, to ſweet Revenge I'll fly. 
i My Love repuls'd with double Fury burns, 
0 And by her Scorn enrag'd to Madneſs turns. 
1 So when a Fire a Field of Corn does ſieze, 
i If the Wind's huſh, it burns by flow Degrees: 
i But if a furious Tempeſt chance to riſe, | 
J 


. At once the Flame does the whole Field ſurpriſe, 
1 And mounts with Fury to the diſtant Skies. 


The End of the Firſt ACT. | 1 
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And lay theſe blazing Femels at her Feet. 
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Aer SCENE I. 


Enter Manlius and Clodio. 


Clodio. 


Er not your Brows, my Lord, ſuch 
ZI Wrinkles wear; | 
E Your Clodio cannot your Diſpleaſure bear. 
x | All I could do, to urge your Suit, I 
did, 
I ſung the little amorous Song you 
made. 


| And every Thing, I thought would pleaſe, I ſaid. 
| Yet ſtill the frown'd : ----Go, thou'rt a naughty Boy; 


Thou ſhouldſtn't thus, ſaid ſhe, thy Thoughts employ. 
If thou'rt diſpos'd to ſing, ſing Hymns divine 


Church-Muſick, Clodio, is exceeding fine. 


Who could have thought that one ſo wondrous fair, 
Could be ſo ſuperſtitious, ſo auſtere? 

Manl. Well, well, Jam not angry, my dear Boy; 
I ſhall at laſt the frozen Fair enſo ß. 
Tho' ſome ſmall Clouds at preſent intervene, 
The Sky e'er long will be again ſerene. 


| Tho' all thy Art could no Impreſſion make, 


The Scurme I now have form'd muſt ſurely take. 
Cranius, my Boy, ſhall on Eudoſia wait, 


[Shews 4 Bracele?. 
| A Gitt 


a4 Innocrencs Brrray'n: 


4 Gift & coſtly muſt ſucceſsful prove, * 
Muſt make her Virtue nod, and yield to Love: 

So the coy Danae was charm'd by Fove. 

Manlius goes out, Clodio follows him. 


be 2 


- 2 
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"SCENE If 


Enter Eudoſia and Eranius Lucia attend- 


ing at a Diſtance. F 
End. * } ALK not to me, officious Slave, of 

11 1 
All thy Perſuaſions will Succeſieſs prove. 3B 
Go, tell thy Maſter I his Flame defpiſe; 8 | 
Tho' Manlius ſues, Eudoſia ſtill denies. 1 

Gran. Oh, fair Eudoſia, if my Maſter's Charms > 
Cannot attract you to his longing Arms, a 
Think on his Wealth, let that your Fancy raiſe: „ 


See, with what Luſtre all theſe Jewels blaze! = 
Here wanton Cupid plays with ſubtle Art, 1 
And every glittering Gem appears a Dart. 5 
Offers her the Bracel:ts, ! 
Eud. Granius, begone, and back thy Preſents bear 
Tell Marlins J his Bracelets ſcorn to wear. = ( 
Tell him his Paſſion does ungrateful prove, , 
And my Diſdain is equal to his Love. 


Come, virtuous Lucia, now the Hour's at Hand, KB 
When we before Diana's Shrine ſhould ſtand, $ 
Should at her Altars our Devotion pay, 1 


And beg the ufual Bleſſings of the Day. 
Still art thou there ? — [ Tools earneſtly on Granius. 


No, Granius, No: 
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My flutt'ring Heart with high Reſentment beats; 

| * Virtue ſuffers when with Shame ſhe treats. 

| Ye Powers divine, who guard a Virgin's Fame, 

Leet no licentious wiſh my Breaſt enflame. 

[She goes out: Lucia following, Granius calls her back 


NN NN 
SCENE III. 


ern. UCIA! _ 

Luc. What News, re Granius? What Suc- 

. Od Great Manlius 5555 yet loving muſt deſpair: 
Fudoſia proves as ſcornful, as ſhe's fair, 

No Veſtal Virgin e er was half ſo cold: 

Pray'rs can't "Teal nor yet Almigh Gold. 

7 Beko d, the glorious Prefent ſhe withſtood! 

A „ [Shews the Braceit. 
Sure ſhe was never made of Fleſh and Blood! 

Tisn't a Virtue, Lucia, but a Vice, 

Io be fo very coy, ſo very nice. 

5 Lacia, Muſt Women then, becauſe they've beauteons 

N Eyes, 0 | 
E Reſipn at . be made an eaſy Prize. 


un — 


E Our Sex a Lovers Onſets ſhould withſtand, 

And ne'er ſurrender, but with Sword in Hand. 

Gran. And could my Lacia then ſo cruel prove, 

| With real Pleaſure to torment her Love? 

To {mile at all his anxious Cares and Pain, 

| And not compaſſionate her dying Swain ? 

11 Granite, thou know'ſt how much thy Form I 
Prize, 


| How much 1 doat upon thoſe killing RO 


How 
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How freely I could fly into thy Arms, 

And yield with Joy to thee my Youthful Charms: 
Yet ſtill, I own my Vanity, tis great 

To ſee a Lover proſtrate at one's Feet : 

See him all drown'd in Tears before one lie, 
Languiſh and pine, and ſeem at leaſt to die. 


Gran. Hark! Manlius comes : ---- My Lucia, pray 


retire. 
Thou muſt not now be ſeen: ---- He's all on fire: 
His Eye-Balls ſtart :---- He rages with Deſpair ;---- 
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SCENE IV. 


Enter Marlins, Clodio, and other Atten- 


dants. 


 Manl. O H! God of Love, thou anxious, pleaſing 


Gueſt, | 
How are thy Votaries pain'd, and yet how bleſt! 
Now like a Ship in thy vaſt Ocean toſt, 
Now ſeemr in Port, yet in a Moment loſt! 
Now reſtleſs Fears like tumblin Surges row], 
Now riſing Hopes revive their drooping Soul!---- 
ED [Sees Granius, 
Granius, what News from the fair Maid I love? 


Will ſhe be kind, or does ſh'obdurate prove? 


Gran. hes hard, Great Sir, a Woman's Thoughts to 
5 1 | 

any Words that from her Tongue proceed oY 

5 Bs Ant, 
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Manl. Hold me not in Suſpence! ---- Oh, eaſe my 
Pain ! 


: 
dy 
ow. 
x hs 
E 


ro make my dying Hopes once more revive. 

pon thy Art, thy Friendſhip I rely: 

For if Eudoſia's Joſt I ſurely die. 

E Gran. Vengeance, my Lord, will ne'er your Love 
; | appeaſe, 

Like Oil, twill make the Flame more fiercely blaze. 
Wome other Way your Granius will deviſe - 
To gain a Conqueſt o'er Eudloſia s Eyes.— [ Panſes. 
-Ihave it ; ----You ſhall wed her in Diſguiſe. 

Your ſcornful Fair's a ſuperſtitious Maid, 

And thro! her Zeal with Eaſe may be betray'd. 
Manl. Go on: — There's Myſtick Mufick in thy 
; Tongue: | 

Why Words are ſweeter than the Syrens Song. 

| Gran, Oft ſhe with Lucia to the Temple goes, 

And at Diana's Alter pays her Vows. EE 

There you ſhall come, and ſtand before her Eyes 

In all the Pomp Religion can deviſe: | 

Like Great APOLLO come, and in his Name | 

Make known with ſure Succeſs thy ardent Flame. 


* 
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But to the Temple I muſt haſt away. 
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With Gifts profuſe ſuborn the Prieſtly Train; 
They'll join, and bleis the pious Fraud for Gain. 
MNanl. Kind Stateſman, I thy Politicks approve: 
Take this, ---- as Earneſt of my future Love. 5 
. [Gives him a Diamond Ring 
Still ſerve my Flame, and you ſhall never want 5 
Any Reward, that Manlius can grant. 
I' ſummon all the Prieſts, thy Scheme diſcloſe, 
And bribe them high as wiſely you propoſe. © 
Granius, this Si yet to Octavio bear ö # 
d : 


Take Gold untold : - No Pains, no Coſt T'!! ſpare, 
To melt into my Arms this Frozen Fair. 


[Granius goes on, Wt 
Manlius alone. 


O beauteous Goddeſs! O bright Queen of Love! 
Look down, and to my Wiſh propitious prove. 
O! let her Heart once feel thy pleaſing Fire, 
And breathe into her Soul ſome ſoft Deſire! 
{ He goes ci. 


1 


eee, 
SCENE v-_- A 


s 
—— 


Enter Granius, Lucia following him, 


Tuc. FA RANIUSY 
Gran. My deareſt Love, I muſt not, dare not fi: 


Yet 'C're I go, receive this little Store. 
; | | Gives her a Purſe of Goll. 
Aud if thy Granius proſpers, think of more. 


iN 
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My ring Genius now is buſy grown, 
And Fortune ſeems refclv'd my Worth to crown. 
My Breaſt now glows with Thoughts of ſudden State, 
And Jove declares that Granius ſhall be great. 
Luc. Let ſuch vain Traniports, Grazius, ſtand con- 
fin'd, 
And to thy meaner Fortunes ſuit thy Mind. 
Theſe Extaſies would far more welcome be, 
Rightly employ'd on tender Love and me. 
| Gran, Yor that we will fome other Time allow; 
Buſineſs of great Importance calls me now. 
Thy Intereſt in great Manlizes Suit I crave, 2 
Prove but ſaccelifa 1, and II be thy Slave. - 
Luc. A Bribe more precious Lucia ne er cn have, 70 
They go ont {cverall; 


ENS ery. 5 


SCEME \L 
T he Temple of Dix A. 
Four Prieſts come forward. and bow to 


the Altar, ſeveral other Prieſts at- 
tending. 


i? Pyieſt, O thee we bow, Great Siſter of the 
SUN. 
4 Prieſt, Accept our Homage, and look Kind!y 
down. 


34 Prieſt, Accept our Incenſe, and incline thire Far, 
4th Prieſt, And be propitious to our fervent Pray'r 
[11'hile the Prieſts are performing their reſpective Ge 

remonies, the Muſick tlays after a ſolemn Manner. 
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Enter Eudofa, Lucia, and other Atten- 5: 


dants. The Priefts turn from the Al- 


tar, and addreſs themſelves to Eudo/ia, ; 8 
1/t Prieſt, AIL! ſweet Eudoſſa, happieſt of thy U 
Race! 4 


Brighteſt of Forms! Thou Nature's Maſter- Piece! 
24 Prieſt, Sure framing thee Heiv'n took unuſual 
Care, | | 
By its own Beauties it deſign'd thee Fair, 
And form'd thee by the beſt lov'd Angel the: e. 
34 Prieſt, Thy Coldneis to Great Aſanlies can't be 
blam'd, Bc 
Thy Mortal Beauties have a Go p enfiam'd. . 
4th Prieff, Our bright AroLLo has beheld thy Eyes, 
And now from Heav'n, to wait on thee, he flies. 1 
Eud. This wondrous Honour is too great to bear; 
My Heart is filld with a Religious Fear. I 
1/t Prieſt, Your Fears, tho' pious, yet all groundleſ 
| prove, 3 
Since 'tis your bounden Duty now to love. 7 
1/4 Prieſt, O! don't preſume to thwart Heav'n's great 
Detign, 5 
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But with Submiſſion to the Go Þ reſign. 


34 Prieſt, So ſhall a Train of Joys poſſeſs thy Soul 
And Heav'nly Tranſports all thy Pow'rs controul. 
4th Prieſt, But if profanely you reject his Love, 
Withſtand his Offer, and diſdainful prove: 
Soon will that Bloom of Beauty fade away, 


ud Sickneſs make thy youthful Charms decay. 1 
| d. 
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Eud. Yet ſtil! I doubt: Some further Proof declare, 


That you from Heav'n this wondrous Meſſage bear. 


1/4 Frieſt, Laſt Night as in the Temple late we 
| pray'd, | | 
AroLLo calbd: We ſtrait the Call obey'd, 
And liflen'd with Surpriſe to what he ſaid. 
24 Prieſt, Ariie, {aid he, and to Eudaſia go: 


What Honours I've deſign'd her let her know. 


34 Prieſt, Strait to the Temple let the Maid repair; 
Soon her AyOLLo will with Pomp appear. 

40% Prieft, Before her Eyes will Great AyoLLo ſtand, 
And from Herſelf her Beauteous Self demand. 

End. I yield, I yield; new Tranjports fire my Brealt ; 
Seraphic Joys too great to be expreſt : | 
Uncommon Pleaſures glide thro' all my Veins, 

And amply recompence my former Pains. 

V Prieft, Look up, bright Maid, Ayor.1.0 does appcæx. 

24 Prieſt, J fee him failing in the ambient Air. 

34 Prieſt, Let all your Inſtruments of Muſick ſound, 
And folemn Meaſures beat the hollow'd Ground. 

4th Prieſt, of a: like theſe uncommon Joys de- 

mand. 
Bchold - The Great Apoll Lo is at hand 
Curious Machine is ſeen in the Air, deſcending 
ſlowly : During which Movement Eudoſia ſtands 
fixt with Admiration, and the Prieſts ſing à ſhort 
Hymn to Arolro. . 
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ö SCENE V 5 
2X wy 3 


Nanlius alights from the Machine, dil- 
ous d like Apollo, with Mercury, and 
ſeveral other Celeſtial Attendants. 


Manl. H flir Exdoſia, than the Stars more bright! 
The Graces gaze upon thee with Deligiu. 
Not Vers felt has half ſuch conquering Charms, 

And Cufid revels in thy Snowy Arms. ; 
Fir'd by thy Eyes, I've left my Realms above, 1 
And ſeek (like Fore) my Bliſs in Mortal Love, 3 a 

Eud. Without Diſpute I to thy Will reſign, 3 
And, as in Duty bound, my Soul is thine. _ 7 
Manl. Now then, in Honour of Eudoſias Name, 3 

| Our ſolemn Nuptials let the Prieſts proclaim : ; 
= And let the joyful Trampets Sound declare, 

| Eupos1a is as Loving as ſhe's FAIR. 
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1 Þ 'LTHO' our Scenes in Antient Rome wer- 
ky | laid, | 
. In Fact twas Egypt where this FARCE 
Y 18 was play d. : 
= <1] But that's 4 Bagatelle! the Mo RAT. 


= all, 
% which we muſt expect to ſtand or fall. 
Hence then we learn the fatal Pow'r of Gold, 
And how Self-Intereſt rul'd the Prieſts of Old: 
How in Times paſt Religion was a Trade, 
And Idol I brſhip but a Maſquerade : 
How by ſuch. Arts the Virrzzous were milled, 
And by a too implicit Faith betray'd. 
None here, we hope, will cenſure this Contrivance ; 
Our Modern Gownſmen {corn ſuch Vile Connivance. 
Dur Ladies roo have now a days more Wit, 
Than, like our Fair Eudoſia, to be Bit. 
| Know how more Artfully to play their Game, 
Aud make the Prieſt ſecure, not hurt their Fame. 
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And prove Agrecable, F not ſo Fine. 
Accept it then, tho incorrect it be, 
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p ROL OG UE. 
Rural Verſe our Furſt Attempt was 
MN „ 

A loſtier, Tragic Story, next we play d. 


8 WP To Night we venture on A NEW ESSav, 


l hope ro pleaſe you in rhe Comic 


'Tis a bold Task, and ban our Skill we fear, 
Yet ſtill *tis ſome ſmall Merit ſurs ro DARE. 

The Scenes to Night for your Diverſion choſe, 
Were drawn by the Gteat CowLey's Infant-Mule : 


His Muſe Our Maſter hopes will hit your Taſte ; 
Becauſe ſhe's Chearful, and yet ſtrictly Chaſt. 

Hie fears his Alteration of her * PLA 

Has done her Wrong, and made her Charms decay, 
Some Scenes he found too hard, and all too long 
For Us, ſo unexperienc'd, and ſo young. 


Yet ſtill he hopes, thro' his Diſguiſe, ſhell ſhine, 


And don't you cenſure each falſe Step you ſee. 
Let your ſmooth Brows no angry Wrinkles wear; 
But let your Looks be generous, as they're fair. 


he to our little Merit wondrous kind, 


But to our Errors prove exceeding blind. 


*TLove's RInBLE, 


PERSONS 


2 2 8 Pet — 
22 2 
9 3 I 


FF 
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| oct - | 
Perſons NAMEs. 


M E N. 
Horatio, a rich Old Gentleman, Father to Marcellus, 

and Oriana. | | 
Marcellus, His Son, in Love with Sylvia. | 
Bellario,. A Gentleman of Fortune, in Love with Oriana, 
Linco, a ſtarly old Shepherd, Father to Phillis. | 
Erneſto, an hone/t old Shepherd, ſuppos'd Father to Sylvia, 
Damætas, a young Shepherd, in Love with Phillis. 
Hillario, a merry witty Shepherd, averſe to Love and 

Marriage. 


WOMEN. 
Sophronia, Wife to Horatio. 
Oriana, heir Daughter, in Love with Bellario, who, for 
fear of marrying Lucius, her intended Husband 
ran away from her Parents, and aſſum d tht 
Habit of a Shepherd, and the Name of Oriano, 
Coriſca, Wife to Linco. | | 
Phillis, heir Daughter, in Love with Oriano, ani 
Rival to Sylvia. F 
Sylvia, ſupposd Daughter to Erneſto, in Love with Ort 
ano, and Rival to Phillis, | 
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Shepherds, Shepherdeſſes, and other Arttendants. 
SCENE. 


An ITALIAN GROVE. 
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Enter Oriana alone, dreſt like a Gen- 


1 
2 


3 tleman. 


ates Sol >. 


3 Oriana, 


What Rambles do we take, to ſhun 
F 27 2 the Man we hate, or find out the 


ee Object of our Wiſhes! How 
e bave I wand'red oer this ſolitary 
* SGrove, thoughtleſs of all the Dan- 
ers that ſurround me ! - If the juſt Gods have 
3 me hither to ſcourge the Folly of my Wo 
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This Moment let me periſn. Oh, my hard Fate! 
Shall every Tree look green? Shall univerſal Natwe 
ſmile around me, and J alone be drown'd in Floods of 
Sorrow, without a Friend to Pity me ? ----- Who'; 


F 


S N. 
Enter Hillario, ſinging, not ſeeing 07a 


A TATS 


Let's be jorial and gay, 
Live well while we may, 
And drown in good Liquor our Sorr ow : 
For Time will ere long, 
Put an End to our Song, 
Aud * ki;ows but it may be to Morrow? 


Orian. & Y, marry, Sir, this Fellow has ſome Fre 

in him.” Ade] Hail to you, Swain ' 

[She comes for warde. ] J am à Gentleman that have jolt 

my Way, and ſhould be very thankful, if you cou 
oblige a weary Traveller with a Lodging. 

{ Hilarto, not regarding Oriano, continues ſmging. 


Another CATCH. 


We'll ſing. and well tipple all Day, 
(For rie but à Folly 
To be Melancholly) | 
And never atk what is to pay. 
| | Ora, 
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Orian., He regards me not. ---- Prithee, good Shep- 
her, te!" me where thou dwel'it. 

{ H1ilario fill takes no Notice of 

him, but contizues (i; agu. 


Well drink, and we'll never have di Boys, &c. 


Orian. What art thou mad? 
He ſtrikes him on the Shoulder. 
Hill. Why not, Friend ? ----- All the World is fo.----- 
Your Citixen's mad, to truſt his Cuſtomers with his 
Goods, and his Wife. Your Courtier's mad, to ſpend 
his Time in gaudy Dreſs, and idle Gallantries. Your 
Lawyer s mad, to tear his Throat, and ſpend his Lungs 
for a Fee; and his Client is more mad to give it him: 
Hut there's a Thing in Black, call'd Porr, that” s ten 
Times madder than al! the reſt, who ſits playing ar 
Crambo all Day in a Garret, and has nothing to fubſiſt 
on but a Song on my Lord's wedding w! rh m1 £1 ads. 
or a doleſil Ditty on the much lamented Death of forme 
gencrous Patron. 
0 Griau. What think you, | Ting, of your TI er: 2 
Hill. Why worſe really th: an of the Poets themſelves. 
I; it not a pretty Sight, to ſec ca Pair of Turtles Coo- 
'"g at one another, ſtand with their Arms acroſs, and 
{1911 out, My Lowe, Aly Son, Aſy For, My Al? ----- 
ſa, ha, he! Oh! 'tis beyond the Name ot 
Frenzy. | 
Oln. Why ſo ſatyrical, Sheprerd ? By the Reen- 
of your Wit, I ſhould gueſs your Education had 
_ in the City, not the Woods. 

Hill. Why, III tell you, Sir. ----- Mr Father dr'd. 
ind left me young and rich: I, like tevera! others of 
my Brother Shepherds, plagu'd with the Itch of Curio- 
tr, fold my numerous Flocks, and took a Trip to 
Town: Where, whillt my Money laſted, who more 
welcome? But when the a} Piece ſigiid in my einp- 
Pecket, the Scene was chang'd, and who more cold. 
treated? Then, then I found I had bought Experience 
t too dear a Rate, and ſo return'd. Now, here I ive; 
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to laugh at all the Follies which I aw. 

Orian. You may rejoice, but Sighs ſuit beſt with 
me. * 
Hill. Now, o' my Conſcience, thou haſt loſt a Mi- 


ſtreſs; or ſhe has burnt your whining Letter; or 


kiſt your Rital before your Face; or deny'd you her 
Hand; or flirted her Fan at you. ---- Theſe are very 
mournfu] Circumſtances, very bad Symptoms, truly ! 
---- I am ſorry I am come to interrupt your ſerious 
Meditations.----Farewel, Sir. 

Orian. You miſtake me, Shepherd. 

Hill. I ſhouldn't like to be infected, Sir. 

Orian. There's no Dinger, Shepherd : I have no 
Diſtemper, but a Troubled Mind. 

H:!], The worſt of al! Diftempers. 

Orian. Then you ſouid pitty me, and be my Phy- 
bean: -- : | | 

Hill. Heav'ns forbid ! T turn Phyſician. Turn 3 
Conſumption to Men's Purſes, and purge them worſe 
than their Bodies. —— Fd have vou think my Parents 
Drought me up more graciouſly, than to be a Murdercr 
by Profeſſion. = 

Orian. Your Wit is out of its Biaſs. U de Cor- 
ruption of the Soul needs no outward Afpircations, and 


Counſel is the only Phyſick it requires. 


Hill. So then! you'd have me be your Soul's Phyſician, 
Why I believe I could Cant for an Hour or two, 
or ſo, upon Occaſion: ---- But then I want a Cuſbeon 
to thump my Doctrine into. Pray, what is 
the Name of your Soul's Diſcaſe, Sir? 

Orian. A Fever, Sir. | 

Hill. Good lack ! ----- The Fever of Love, I ſup- 
pole. 

Orian. Was you never in Love, Sir? 

Hill. Not I, I thank my good Stars. I never ſaw 


that Face could charm me ſo, but that I quickly found 


a Remedy | 
Orian. Would you oblige me with the Receipt, Sir. 
Hill, With all my Heart. 'Tis This, — a Chear- 


ful 


8 Or, the MERRY SWAIN. 63 
h Z ful Song, and a Bottle. Mirth is the only Phyſick in 


the World, Sir. 3 IEP 
. ” Orian. J like your Preſcription, and to follow it, 
„would fain turn Shepherd, and ſpend the Remnant of 
„ © ny Days in Rural Sports. —— I would forget my 
y © Troubles paſt, and, if 'twere poſſible, my Name it 
„err. 
Hull. If you'll truſt your ſelf to my Management, 
15 3 „. * 5 

I make a Shepherd of you, I warrant you. We two 

vil laugh at all the World, talk Treaſon like Parrots, 

und yet keep our Necks ſecurely out of the Collar. 

. ACATCH. . 
2 5 

Y Come, come, come away; . 
= - (For 'tis but a Folly ö 
ſe To be Melancholy.) | 5 
i: Let's live here while we may. 
er 
r- | So IR ' ba be wy 
eee 


„ SCENE III. 


Enter Damatas, Linco, Coriſca, Syluiaj 
EF Phillis, and ſeveral other Shepherds and 
 Shepherdefſes. | 


Dam. O but hear me, Sir. | 
Lin. You love my Daughter! No matter for 
that, ---- You have my Phillis, Sirrah! 

„// Good Duck, dou't vex thy ſelf, What tho 
Fa he loves her, ſhe won't have him, 


G2 | Lin, 


C2 The RIVAL NYMPHS: a 
Dome. no matter for that. I will vex my 
„dex him too. Shall ſuch an idle Fellow as he 

4 % Tun away with honeſt Men's Children——- WE | 

iim go feed his Flocks. ---- But now I think ont, 


I 1.35 one to feed: Ha, ha, he! -- And yet the au- 
gac tous Varict would be buzzing about my Daughter, 
une a Bee about a Honey- Pot. 

Dam. II] natur d, doating Foo]! What tho my Flock 
is not 10 large as yours, yet, in my Mind, I am an 
Emperor, compar'd with thee. 

Cor. Of the Moon, I ſuppoſe. 

Dam. Pray, Mrs. Vinter, if you will be prating, 
ſtand farther off; tor your Breath is more offenſixe 
than a Goat's, 

Phill. Shepherd, your Wit 1s not fo agreeable, but 
you may {farce it. If you're ſo laviſh, you"! have 
none leit, to make the Song of the Forſaken Lover 
with. | 

Dam. I am dumb.---- May my raſh Tongue forget 
its Faculty of Speech, if it offended you. 

Phill, On that Condition, I'll agree to't quickly. 

Lin. Well ſaid, Girl. By Pan, Il give thee ten 
Sheep more for thy Portion, for that ot | 

. Phill, Alas! good Shepherd, what do. you imagine! 
ſhould love you for ? i 5 

Dam. For my paſt Services, my Conſtancy and 
Truth. And fince I love and honour you, were I de- 
form'd, the Chaos of a Man, Humanity would teach 
you not to hate me.----Oh! charming Phillis, pro- 
nounce my Doom at once, and make me bleſt, or 


wretched ever. | 
Phill. Then hear it. -- You're an Aſs. ---- (That's WW We 

for your il! Manners to my Mother.) And I'll never 2 

love you. Che 
Dam. You're a Women, ---- Cruel hard-hearted Hô - p 

mam: ---- And my Paſſion fhail trouble you no mote 

But when I'm dead, my angry Ghoſt ſhall vex you C 

worte, than now your Pride does me. - Farewel. | Kiſs 


[He goes oui. mig 


Liu. Who come: here? „ 
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SCENE IV. 


Enter Hillario and Oriano, in a Sylvan 
Habit. 


Hill. 1 IL te ye Shepherds, and ye beauteous 
Nymphs, I muſt preſent this Stranger to 
your Knowledge. When you're acquainted well, you'll 
thank me for my Service. 
Orian. Hai! to ye Shepherds, and ye beauteous 
Nymphs. Tis my Dehre to be your Neighbour 
here, and feed my Flocks ( ſuch as they are ) ncar 


All the Shepherds ſalute kim, You are moſt welcome 


hither. 


| ſhould be glad of his Acquaintance. 3 


Coriſ. A handſeme young Fellow that. Alide) I 
Youre 


E heartily welcome. Sir. Courti les. 


Hill. What! Beauties, | To Phillis and © via. are 


i you ſilent? Take Notice of him pray. Your Speak- 
ing is worth more than all the reſt. 


Sv. You're very welcome, Sir. [Salutes fim. 
Orian. Thank you, fair Nymph, this is indeed a 


| Welcome. 


Hill, Nay, come, Mrs. Phillis, you join in the- 


Chorus J hope. 


Phill. You are moſt kindly welcome, Sir. 
[ Salutes him. 


Orian. You bleſs me too much !---The Honour of a 


| kifs from you, is an Entertainment that a Peince 
might wiſh for. 


- 5 . 7 " " 
2%, 2 ee 1 1 8 — 3 
— J e I 4 
— . 2 


66 The Rivar N Turks: 


Phill. Bleſs me! How he looks! And how he talks! 
His Kiſs was Honey too ! His lovely Lips as red as 


carly Cherries! [ Afade, 
Sylv. Bleſs me! How I envy her! Would I had that 
Kiſs too! Ade. 
Phill. Such Eyes! [ Aſrde, 
Sylv. Such Looks! 9 Aſide. 
Phill. Such Dimples in his Cheeks! Alidb. 
Sytv. Such graceful curling Lacke! . Aide. 
Phill, How fair he is! x [ Af, de, 
Sylv. Fairer than whiteſt Bloſſoms! _ 7; de, 
#hi{1. Softer than the Doves of Venus! 22 


Coriſ. They two have got a Kits, why ſhouldn't I? 


8:12 4e. } ---- You're heartily welcome, Shepherd. 


| [She Courtiſies very low. 

Orian. I cry your Mercy, Shepherdeſs, I didn't fee 

you. [ Salutes her. 

Hill. Our young Stranger, Til fay that for him, hi: 

2 good Stomach. And if he don't die upon't, he may 
venture to live in the worſt Air in all Europe. 


[L Syng:. 


. 
Come, come, come away: 
(For tis but a Folly 


To be Melancholly.) 
Let's live here while we may, 


The End of the Firſt A CT, 
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5 Aer ern | 
JW. 3 | | J 
lee Enter Horatio, Sophronia, Bellario, and 3 
Ter, | 
th. {ſeveral Shepherds. 
ay 

Horatio, 

15 4 : 


= H] my Daughter, my dear Oriana's 
loſt forever. I ſhall never ſee my 
Oriana more. ; 
1ſt Sheph. Be comforted, Sir, | 
and let not Grief o'erwhelm your 


—— Reaſon. 1 i 
PS 8 oph. Would I had dy'd when f 
l firſt I brought her forth! Then EF 0 
had ſlept in Quiet. 


Hor. Oh! that I had never try d to croſs her Wi- 
| ſhes ! Never propos d to match her with young Lu- 
cius For well I knew Bellario had her Heart. I now 
am ſenſible, alas ! too late. They marry not, but ſell 
their Daughters, who have regard to Settlements alone, 
and value more their outward Grandeur, than their real 
> Happineſs, ----- Oh! Bellario, how ſhall I recompence 
the Wrong I've done thee ? | 
Bell. Im half a Statue, Exceſs of Sorrow ftrikes 5 


N me dumb. 
5 


rr 
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24 Sheph. Alas! good Neighbours, you do but hurt 
your ſelves with Weeping, ----- Conſider, the Revoly. 
tions of a Day may bring ſuch Turns as are beyond al 
humane Expectation. Chear up, Sir, under that 


Thought. 
Hor, Oh! Never, never! Tis as impoſſible as to 


recal my Youth. Some wild Beaſt, or what is 
worſe, ſome Savage Raviſher has made my Girl hi; * 


Prey. Oh, my Oriana ! 
Soph. Would I were with thee, whereſoc'er thou 
art Es | | 
34 Sheph. Bellario, See if you can comfort them. ---. 
Methinks you ſhould {ay ſomething. 
Bell. T a Comforter ! Alas, my Grief ſurpaſſes theirs, 
She was my Wife: For we were marry'd in Affection; 


and wanted nothing but the Prieſt, and their Conſent, 


to join our Hands forever. ---- I loſt my Hopes, my 
Joy, my All, with her. --- You, Sir, have {till a Son, 


whoſe Memory will ſweeten all your Sorrow. 


Soph. We dare not ſay we have. Such numerous Ils 


attend a Traveller, that we can only hope we have, 


We have ſent for him to blot out the Remembrance 
of his Siſter's Loſs. But whether we ſha!l fee him 
more or not, Heav'n only knows. 

Hor. This News, alas! will be a mournful Welcome 
to him. 

Bell. Why do I play thus with my Miſery ? ----?Tis 
impoſſible to live without her. I'll hunt thro! every 
Wood, o'er every Plain, and never reſt till I have found 
my Oriana.---- Oh, my deareſt Oriana- ---- [Weeps, 

4th Sheph. To weep, becomes not Yourh like yours. 
If Mourning couid recal her, your Sorrow would be 
juſt. But as 'twill not, *tis Folly. 

Bell. I own it. And therefore you ſhall never {ec 
me more, unleſs you ſee my Or:ava. ---- Farewe!, 

Horatio; Farewel, Sophronia: Moderate your 
Griefs If I return, we ſhall again be happy. 
Soph, You ſhall not want my Prayers, 


Hor. 


[ To Horatio, 


La! 
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Hor. The Gods that pity Lovers (if there be any) 


rh attend your Travels, : 

or , They go ont ſeverally. 
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0 SCENE II. 


22 0 


Enter Hillario and Damatas. 


TOW where are all your fine Sonnets ? -«-- 
3 Could your tuneful Sercnades have no 
Power over her? Is her Heart ſtill obdurate ? ---- Has 
te quite diſcarded thee ? ; 
Dam. She has, and I have whiſtled to the Winds. 
Hill, Can no Perſuaſions move her? © 
Dam. No more than thy leaſt Breath can ſtir an 


il. 


the Rural Nymphs begin to copy after the City La- 
dies, to fly when Men purſue, and yet will accept a 
= Preſent, when offer'd, as cordially as a covetous Juſtice 
of Peace the Hens and Geeſe of his. offending Neigh- 
bours. ---- Now if I lov'd this Wench, I'd teach of 
the Difference between one who had ſeen the Court 
and City Faſhions, and a meer Sheprerd. | 
Dam. Lyons are tam'd, and Tygers oft forget their 
{ze Cruelty, but Woman, ------ hard hearted lovely Wo- 
el, man 


ur Hill. Was J as deeply ſmitten as thou art, I warrant 


| thee, I'd find out a Way to win her. 
Dam. Teach me, good Hillario: For if coſtly Pre 
| [ents would have prevail'd ; ſhe has had the daintieſt 
r. Lambs of all my Fock. | 


Hill. Tis a good Hearing. - Then ſhe'll fave thee 2 
World of Lying, and a world of Charges. —- I ſee 


Hill. 


| 
Mo 
H 


ſucceed 
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Hill JI mcan not ſo. | | 

Dam. If Poetry could do it; what ſhady Grove has 
not been Witneſs of my amorous Songs ? 

Hill. No, no, no, that's not the Way neither. 
Dam. If Sighs and Tears would have prevail'd ; 
What Day appear'd, in which I wept not dulier than 
the Morning? Which of the Winds have not my Sighs 
encreas'd ?.-- | 

Hill. And ſo much the greater Fool you. ---- TwWas 
that ſpoil'd all. ---- Had I a Miftreſs, by this Light, Id 
daily threſh her. ----- For Women, like Spannels, are the 
more complying the more they are beaten, But a; 
long as you continue your canting Tone of ---- 0/,! 


Phillis, Dear Phillis, Sehold, your dying Lover! Pity 


the Torments of his bleeding Heart! ---- She'll be as coy 
as a Citizen's Wife at the firſt Asking; tho' her Heart 
bounds with Joy at the Propoſal. Take my Counſel 
thereforc, and be merry. 

Dam. Tis a hard Leſſon. But if I thought it would 


Hill. Try it. Laugh at her, put on all your ſcorn- 


ful Airs; and teaze her worſe, if poſſible, than ſhe has 


you: And if that don't make her as gentle as a Lamb, 

then ſay I am no Love-Politicſan. 
Dam. Agreed, A deſperate Diſeaſe muſt have a di. 

ſperate Remedy, I bey go out together, 


nasses 
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SCENE III. 
Enter Oriauo alone. : 


I OW bleſt, how innocent istheShepherd's Lite, free 
from the Noiſe and Hurry of the Town ! I could 


gladly wiſh to ſpend the reſt of my unprofitable Days 
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ia the Fruition of their harmleſs Sports. But, when 


| recoile&t that I have left my Father, and my Mo- 
ther, in Floods of Tears perhaps for my Departure, 


my Reſolution's alter d; and when Love whiſpers my 


Bellarios Name, I in a Moment !o4:l; the Woods, and 


al their little harinleſs Entertainments prove not a Plea- 
” {ure, but a Pain. How us: Who's there? 
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S E IV. 


Enter Phillis to Oriano. 


| 041, RIGHT EST of all thoſe Stars that 


paint the Woods, you're welcome. This 


Vit is an unexpected Favour. 


Phill, If you eſteem it ſo, you are welcome to it. 


: I have brought you a /mall Preſent, ſome of our own 
> Apples. If they prove agreeable, my Ambition's an- 
ſwer'd. 


Orian. O! you are too kind, and teach me that 


ö Duty, which I owe to you. I wiſh I could return 
| ce Half of your Deſerts, But I am poor in every 
| thing but Thanks. 


Phill, Your Acceptance is Return ſufficient. - 
Orian. How they bluſh! one might imagine they 


were yours, they look ſo modeſtly. 


Phill. O! you mock me for a bold Intruder; but I 


meant no Harm. My Intentions were virtuous. 


Orian. I know thou'rt innocent. Thy Soul is whit- 


; er than the Doves of Venus, the Mountain-Snow, or 
de fair Skin that cloaths thy lovely Body. 


gh. Now I'm ſure yoa mock me. 


Oriar.. 


" "#2 It, £375 : = 


me. 
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Orian. Far be it from my Thoughts, I fwear I ho- 
nour you, and love thoſe Maiden Virtues which adorn 


you. | 

Phil. [ Afide] I wiſh you did; but fear Pm not ſo 
happy. I'm undone ! here's Bellzia.---- What! is ſhe 
grown my Raval ? 


SCENE-V 


Enter HI to Phillis and Orig, 


ann 


7 


for ſome Cloud to hide me from be- 
Sight! | Alte, 

Phil. Nay, Sylvia, I fee you well enough. 

Orian. Why do you ſtart back? Why ſhew us fit 
the Light, firſt raiſe our Wonder, and then inatch it 
from us ? e 1 Sylri. 

Phil. Pray Heav'n he is not taken with her, Alt. 
5 Syiv. I miſtook my Way. 1 beg your Pardon, 

ir. | 

Phil. T wiſh you had. F172 

Orian. Then I am ſtill more oblig'd to Fortune. - -- 
But you can ſtay a little while, and bleſs us. 

Sylv. Yes Sir. (And Love knows how 
willingly.) I tear I ſhall quite ſpoil my Garland, wr: 
hiding it from Phillis, ---- I hope ſlie hasn't got Po- 
ſeſſion of his Heart already, and cheated my Inter: 
tions. | | [All. 
Phill. I'd fain be going, and yet am Joth to leas* 


them to themſelves, leſt ſhe ſhould win him oo 
1 | | A tar, 


Sylv. JD LESS me! len't that Phillis ? ----- O“. 


8 Ty v. 


IN 


8 
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Sylv. A Word with you, Sir, in Private. {They 
vetire to one Corner of the Stage.] J have made bold to 
bring you a ſmall Preſent, a Garland of my own 


making. 


Orian. How you oblige me! How they flouriſh 
ſtill! Sure they grow better tince your Hand has 
'uck'd them! | 

Sylv. They will do fo, when honour'd with your 
Brow. Then they may well grow proud, and look 
more gayly. | | 

Orian. How ſweet they ſmel! ! ---- They owe their 
Odours to your Breath. 

Phill. © Afrde. \ Defend, me Heavens! I think he kiſſes 
her. How long they have been talk ing! - Perhaps 
now ſhe's Wooing him. ---- Perhaps he forgets me, 


and will conlent. ---- I! put him in Remembrance. 


She goes up to Oriano.] You have not tafled of my 
Apples yet, and they are good ones truly, 
Orian. I will, my denreſt Phillis, immediately. 


Phill. | Afide.] O that charming Tongue! O that he'd 


freak ſo always! 


- Orian. T wouldn't change em for thoſe glorious Ap- 
ples, which gave ſuch Fame to the Heſferian Gar- 
dens, | 

yx. [Aſide.] She has out-done me in thi: Preſent. 
But J have a Beechen Cu at Home, made by the bett 

Workman of the Woods. To Morrow Tl give him 
Tat, and then, III warrant her, ſhe fllall not go be- 
yond me. 

Phill. {To Oriano. } What, have you got 2 Garland 
there? ---- Oh, this is, I fee, of S lxia's making. 
Scornfully. 
Sylv. Pray, what Flower does it want ?---- Can you 
make a better, Forſooth? DE 
Orian. | Ade. j Poor Girls, I pity them. I am no 
Stranger to Love's Paſſion. I would fain obige em 
both, but 'tis not in my Power. ---- Tis the Fates 
Fault, not mine. | | 
[ He walks at a little Diſtance from them. 


H Sylv. 
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Sylv. What! are you going, Shepherd? 

Phill. You will not leave us, will you? 

Orian. Indeed I. ought not, you have both bought 
me by your Preſents, and ſhould divide me. 

Phill. She came laſt to you. | 

Syiv. She has another Lover. 

Orian. Do ye both love me? 

Sylv. J do, I am ſure. 

Phill. And I, as much as ihe. | 
Orian. ] pity both of you, and am ſorry that both 
your Loves mult prove io unſucceſsful. —— You are 
both fair. Uncommon Graces dwell in you both. 
Bright Sylvia's Eyes ſhine like the Stars of Heav-n. --- 
And fo do thoic of Phillis. ---- The Cheeks of Pgilli. 
are redder than the chaſt Morning's Bluſhes. ---- And to 
are thoſe of Sylvia. - I ſolemniy proteſt I love you 
both; yet cannot, muſt not, be a Friend to either. 

Sylv, This is Love's RID DIL E. | 

Orian. Which Time alone mult explain to you. ----- 
Farewcl both. — — — 


| He goes out, 

Phill, He's gone; ---- Yet ſtil} I'll hope, tho' much 
Lear. 4 She goes out. 

SCylv. I'm dubious too, yet ftill J won't deſpair. 
| es [She goes oll. 


The End of the Second A C. 
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Acr III. SCENE I. 


Enter Marcellus alone. 


H E Sun five Times hath run his 
Vearly Courſe 

Since laſt I faw my Siſter: And 
returning 

Big with Deſire to ſee my Na- 

q / tive Country, i 

III found my aged Parents, ſadly 


— Mourning 


— 


| The Loſs or Death of their departed Daughter, 


This was indeed a doleful Welcome Home. 


| Yet, like a kind of Happineſs in Miſery, 
As T paſt thro' theſe Woods, I ſaw a Nymph, 


Fair as an Angel, or a Sylvan Goddeſs. 


| I wonder'd, and ador'd : And never ſince 

| Could teach my raviſh'd Thoughts another Object. 
Here ſhe appear'd: ---- And here ſhe comes again. --- 
| So looks the Sun, when, with his glorious Ray, 

| He drives the envious Clouds of Night away. 


[Rerires to the Corner of the Stage, 


"I SCENE 
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SCHEME I 


Enter Hi and Phillis, Hillario follows 


them, ſinging. 


Phill. W HO ſent for you? Pray leave us. 
Hill. No, by this Light, not till I ſee you cry. 
---- When you have ſhed ſome penitential Tears, for 
wronging poor Damætas, there may be a Truce be- 
tween us. 8 | | 
Sy. How can you be ſo rude to interrupt us? We 
would be private. | "- 
Hill, What ! to talk over the Number of your Gal- 


lants; to tell which kiſſes ſweeteſt ; which is the pro- 


pereſt Fellow, and which makes the beſt Preſents; to 
extol each Part of him, and reckon up the Songs he 
has made in Commendation of your {ſweet 9 
and then at laſt, to laugh at all the fatal Arts with 
which you foo!'d him. ---- But were all Men of my 
Mind, you ſhould lower your Top-Sails, and not ride 
ſo triumphant. ---- You ſhould woo us, and woo u, 
long before you catch'd us. 
Marc. Aide. O Protancneſs! Can he ſpeak ſo 
rudely to that bleft Virgin, and not be Thundet- 
ſtruck? Ct | 
Hill. Nay, you have both a Mind to me; bnt Tl 
have no Dealings with either of you. ---- I came 
not here to gaze upon your Beauties, but to ve! 
ou. 
Marc. [ 4j;de.} Ruder ſtill! —- I cannot, will not 
bear it. Comes up to Hil'ario} Preſumptious Foo! 


3 
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Is there no other Nymph in all the Woods, that thou 
canſt ſpend thy ſawcy Laughter on, but her, (Pointing 
to Sylvia) whom Pan himſelf would honour? --- I tell 
thee, Caitiff, thou ſhalt not think of her without as 
much ſubmiſſive Reverence, as Hoiy Men pay to the 
Altars of the Gods they worſhip. 

Hill. Pray, Sir, have you got a Patent to padiock 
up my Tongue? ---- Or, do you think, becauſe you 
hive a Feather in your Hat, and a Sword at vour Tail, 
I am to be bully'd out of my ſeven Senſes? Vou d 
do much better, Friend, to make your Appearance 
in the Side-Box at the Play-Houſe, there ogle the La- 
dies, and make your obſequious Cringes to the firſt 
Perſons of Quality, that you may be thought a Man 
of Diſtinction: — Or, is your Figure grown ſtale 
there, that you condeſcend to oblige us with a Sight 
on't ? ---- Or; has ſome formidable Bailiſ, with a Ca- 
tias. in his Pocket, frighten'd you out of Town, and 
made you fly to us for Shelter ? 

Marc. 1 ſcorn to revenge your little N Itticiſins 
thrown at me: But when thou dar'ſt to violate her 
Name, Nature and Contcience will oblige me to cha- 
Rite thy Inſolence. But where, prithce, didſt pick 
up theſe Fragments of Wit, Which thou ſcatter'{t avour 
ſo laviſhiv ? 

Hill. Where I paid dear enough in Conſcience for 
em. They ſhould be more than Fragments by the 
Price. I bought em, Sir, of your rich City Mer- 
chants : I ſcorn'd to deal with you poor Pedlars, that 
ſel by Retail. But let that pals. 

Marc. Then you have ſeen the Town. 

Hill. Ay, marry have J, and felt it too. I'm ſure; 
in three Years Time, it ſuck'd up all the good Lands 
my Father left me. I muſt keep Company, forſooth, 
with your Half-pay-Officers, Fellows you miſtake for 
Soldiers, by their bullying all they meet, by their Skill 
in new-faſkion'd Oaths, and their long Narrations of 
Battles fought no body knows where: When a poor 
imple Captain of the Militia, whoſe Head achs at . | 

| | Sound: 
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Sound of his own Gun, ſtall poze them in their own 

Terms Theſe were my firſt Sharpers. OP 

Marc. So, no Wonder then you ſpent ſo Stray. 
gantly. N I 
Hill. Pſhav ! Theſe were nothing. ---- At laſt T fel 


unluckily into your Poets, and Players Company : «--- 


A Pack of Rogues that ſoon refin'd me of thoſe groſs 
Humours bred by Money, and made me, what you 
fee me, — A WIr. e 

Marc. But can'ſt thou find no fitter Objects 
to excrt thy ſnarling Talent on, than theſe 6right 
Virgins ? 

Hill. Yes, You, now you are here. 

Phill. III ſteal off while they are diſputing . [4/1e.] 
For Hillario will follow me elſe, and plague me al 


Day long. She runs out. 
Hill. What are you fled, Girl? I'll be with you in 
an Inſtant. ---- But firſt, I'll fetch Damætas, and, if he 


fol oves my Directions, we ſhall have glorious Sport.--- 
Well, I may live in time to have the Women ſcratch 
my Eyes out! I ſhall richly deſerve it.----Farewel, Sir. 

| | [He goes out. 

Marc. They are both gone: Direct me, Cupid, 
now, and teach my Tongue the Art of fond Per- 
fuaſion. | 

Sylv. Farewel, Sir, I muſt be gone. 

Marc. O ſtay a little; for 1 cannot live without 
_— | | 
Sylv. Pray let me go, Sir. There's no body to look 
aftcr my Sheep, and if my Father ſhould mits me, he 
would be o angry. 1 

Marc. Alas! the Wolf himſelf would learn to ſpare 
thy tender Flocks, and be as careful as thy Dog to 
guard em. „ | | 

Sylv. *Tisn't your fine Speeches will keep him from 
them tho”. ---- Pray let me go. : ? 

Marc. Can you be fo indulgent to your Flocks, and 

et ſo careleſs of my utter Ruin? ---- Sure! ſince l 
ove and honour you, I ſhould deie:ye much more from 
you than they. 

| Sylv, 
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Sylv. What would you do, that thus you urge my 

ark, Nothing, I ſwear, that ſhould offend a Saint: 
Nothing to call a Bluſh into your Face: Nothin 
which virtuons Siſters can deny their Brothers. 7 
own I love you : But then my Love is honourable. 
Id only 7 upon your charming Eyes, and ſome- 
times ſteal a harmleſs Kiſs. I'd offer nothing elſe; till 


$ H;7men join'd our Hands, and licens'd further Freedom. 


Sylv. Fortune and Nature both oppoſe the Union, in 
making me a Sylvan Maid, and you a Gentleman. 

Marc. I hope I may, without any Oſtentation, ſay 
Iam ſo : Elſe my Love were Impudence. Yet I 
could wiſh my ſelf ſtil] greater than I am, that I 
might more deſerve you. 

Sylv. You are, Sir, for ought I can ſee, too great for 
me e And I'm reſolv'd to live a Maid, or mar- 
ry with ſome virtuous Shepherd. ---- For Oriano is fog 
and I'll be his, or no Body's. 

Marc. Pray hear me. 

$;1v. T have, Sir. And if your Love be honourable, 
my Fortune bids me fly from you: It diſhonourable, 
my Honeſty enjoins me to deſpiſe you. Farewel. 

[ne goes out. 

Marc. She's gone: ---- So when the Sun begins to 
et, Night creeps behind, and hides the World in Dark- 
neſs. — J muſt find out ſome Way to win her. ---- 
Oh, that I had been a Shepherd ! Born in theſe ſhady 
Woods! ---- Then, then I might have hop'd : ---- If 
er ſhe marricd, me ſaid, Some virtuous Shepherd 
ſreuld be the only Man. — What if I woo her in a 
Syivan Habit! ---- Perhaps ſhe'll love me then. ---- It 
ſhall be ſo. | | 

In various Shapes I will purſue my Love, 

And imitate the Maſquerading Jo x. 


SCENE 
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SCENTS Mt 


Enter Hillario, Damatas, and after them 
Phillis. 
Hill. WT OW for a Trial of Skill, Boy! She's juſt be. 


hind us. Remember my Inſtructions. 


Dam. I warrant you. Fair Creature, [To Phillis.) 
whom all the Nymphs confeſs the Glory of the 


Woods. | | 


Phil. Sure, thou wert born to plague me ! Who ſent 
for you, pray? Go, look after your rotten Sheep, ---- 
If you regard a Wife, when you have one, no more 
than you do them, ſhe'l] have a pretious Bargain of 


you. 
Hil. [ Aſide.] The Game begins. 


Dam. Fair Nymph, that doſt outſhine the brighteſt 


Stars 


Phil. Your Complements are all thrown away upon 


me. You ſail againſt the Wind, Iaſſure you. 


Dam. Will nothing move thy unrelenting Heart ? 
See, here! Fair Maid, I have a Preſent for thee, which 


on my Knees I beg you to accept of. 


Phil. You Men are ſtrange deluding Creatures. You 
have ſo many engaging Ways with you, there's no re- 


fiſting you, I think. - Let's ſee it. 
on't / 

fay 
I fail againſt the Wind, Phillis ! 


Dam No, I am born to plague you, now I thin: 
Phil. What Tricks are theſe ? ------ Give it me,! 
Dam. My Complements are thrown away upon you: 


Hil, 


LL 


em 
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Hil. ¶Aſide.] Admirably perform'd, my Boy! 

Phil. J am betray'd. This is a Plot upon me, 1 
find. I'll be gone. For I had rather meet a Wolf than 
this Hillario. | [Is gong. 

Hil. Nay, you ſha!l ſtay, and hear a little more. 

Phil. Well, Sir, this is your Love, I perceive. 

Dam. Ha, ha, he! Would you have me love a Stone, 
or court a Picture? ---- Now, tho' you have a won- 
dertul Opinion of your own Charms, I muſt needs 
tel! you, Flora, Dorinda, or Amaryllis, far outſhine 


ou. | ; 
f Phil. Why don't you court them then ? ---An imper- 
tinent Coxcomb! | [Alde. 
Dam. So perhaps I do. But if you ſhould know 
it, you'd envy them. | 
Phil. No, not I, I promiſe you. I'd ſooner live 
aud die an old Maid, than take into my Arms ſuch a 
homely, ill-bred Shepherd as thou art. 
Dam. Ha, ha, he! Doſt hear her Hillario? She'll cry 
preſently. ---- Don't be caſt down, Child. I may be 
perſuaded. A few penitential Tears may poſſibly pro- 
cure a Kiſs from me. | 
Phil. A Kiſs from thee! ---- I wouldn't kiſs thee for 
the Indies. Sawcy imperious Blockhead'! 
Halls to and fro in a violent Paſſion, 
Dam. Oh, Hillario, I have gone too far. See, what 
Lightning flaſhes in her angry Eyes! Oh, Phillis, 
al I have faid was but to try thee. Behold thy Lover, 
proſtrate on his Knees, implores thy Pardon and For- 
giveneſs. = 7 
Hil. A whining Puppy ! He'll ſpoil all I find. 
| Aſide, 
Phil. No more; I'll hear no more. 
Sooner the Lamb ſhall with the Lyon join, 
Sooner the Moon ſhall the bright Sun outſhine, 
Than Phillis ſhall, audacious Swain, be thine. 
| [She goes out. 


Dam. She's gone: — Eternal Night involve me! --- 


How have I fool'd away my Hopes! — 
Hil. 
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Hil. Thou art a meer Coward, Damætas, and can't 


not ſtand the firſt Fire. One fingle Frown diſpatche; 
thee. A Cannon Bullet is not half fo fatal. 


| 


Dam. Is this your Stratagem? A Lover's Curſe on 


that, and thee! May all thy Flocks languiſh and pine 
like me; and mayſt thou love like me, and be like m 
deſpis'd ! 
Hill. Poor Fellow! I begin to pity him. [4/e.] 
Tl try to give him a little Conſolation under his 
Misfortune. ——— Damatas : ---- 

Dam. Be gone; and leave me to my troubl'q 
Thoughts. — Eternal Bliſters ſieze thy Tongue. 
Would I had died e're I had harkned to thy Count 

Hil. Well, of all Madmen ſure your Lovers are the 
worſt / But I muſt find out ſome Plot to ſet all to 

7 0 in. My MWit's engag'd in the Affair, and the 
Man ſhall have his Mare again, for all this. 
Oh! here's Coriſca. — I have it. — 


* & 1 , 
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SCENE I. 


Enter Coriſca, not ſeeing Hillario. 
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wats | AM now going to Oriano with this Ring, 2 
Ring which a young handſome Shepherd be- 
ftow'd on me ſome threeſcore Years ago. He can't 
diſlike the Preſent. I was a pretty Laſs in thoſe 
Days, tho' I fay it, that ſhouldn't ſay it. | 
Hil. | Aſide.] Ay, ſo thou wert I warrant. ---- Now 
the Plot begins ---- Reverend Coriſca, whole very Au- 
tumn ſhews how glorious the Spring-time of thy 
Youth was [ Bows very low. 
| | Cor. 


| 
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bs Cor. What ! art thou come to mock me? 

” Hil. 1 do confeſs indeed my Tongue has been too 
on free. But ance, conſidering your Age and Virtue, ſhe 
2 repents her Raſhneſs. Behold my Tears, and pity, 
Ns and forgive. Oh, for an Onion now, to make 
| the Farce compleat / Aſide. 
3 Cor. Alas! good Soul, I do forgive thee, if thou re- 


5 pent'ſt ſincerely. 
Hil. Oh, doubt it not ! What I ſpoke before, were 
gal the Dictates of my Folly. I ſtill can trace the 


ne. Footſteps of your Beauty, which Time can never 
| T4ZC, 

A Cor. Why, I'm not ſo old indeed as you imagin d 

to am but Fourſcore, You us'd to fay I look'd like 


he the Picture of Winter. Do I? I knew you did but jeſt. 
Hil, No, no, no. — It takes, I tee. [ A/1de.] --- 
” You certainly bely your Age. A Man might take you 

for ---- Forty: Or thereabouts. --- Not a Jot more, I 
| proteſt, | 
Cor. You flatter me. But I have ſomething of a 
| Colour this Morning. I ſhould pleaſe Oriano migh- 
tiy. But I won't go to him upon ſecond Thoughts. 
This Shepherd's as handſome as he; and I ſee ſtrangely 
| ſmitten with me. Perhaps he'd hang himſelf upon 
ſome Willow, or fool away his Life in ſome purlin 
Stream, ſhould I prove unkind to him. And I could 
never be eaſy in my Mind, ſhould I be acceſſory to ſo 
| 14tal an Accident. [A/ade. 

Hil. Dear Coriſca, I have a Secret to impart to you, 
which yet I dare not, leſt I ſhould offend you. 

Cor. Out with it : You have tree Liberty, 

Hil. The comely Gravity, which adorns your Age, 
and makes you ſtill ſeem lovely, hath fo charm'd 
me : 

Cor. Alas, good Soul ! I'll ſeem a little coy 
at firſt: But not too long neither, for tear I loſe him. 
Aſide. My Years, Hillario, require other Thoughts. 
| --- Love-Toys but ill become the Old. 

Hil, If you deny me, I'm undone. 
Cor. Well then! not to undo you, -- I comply. 


All. 
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Hil. [ Aſide.) Ah, pretty Turtle! How ſupple tis 


like Wax before the Sun Now muſt I kiſs her, there's t. 
the Misfortune on't. To her.] Let's join our T 
Hearts then, and ſeal em with a Kiis. {| Kiſſes her. fe 
Cor. Not to be your Debtor, there's 2 Kiſs again, 
[Takes him round the Neck, and kiſſes him.] ---- Fate. © 
wel, Duck. I muſt juſt ſtep Home, and ſee how 
Phillis looks after the Sheep. I'll meet you here again in n 
the Afternoon. And, that you mayn't forget the Ap. 
pointment, take this Ring as a Token: But dont m 
wear it, leſt my Husband chance to ſce it. Fareweh WM t: 
Duck. = BL 
She goes out, 
Hil. Leſt her Husband chance to fee it. =— This is VC 
enough for me: My Scene of Love is now al ter 
over. -—- Þ'i] call her back. So ho, Coriſca a 
w 


FEE TETSTES 


* 


S 
Coriſca Re- enters. 


Cor. ID you call me, Duck ? EE 
Hil. Only to ask a fooliſh Queſtion, Duck. 
Cor. Propoſe it. | 
Hil. Han't you a Husband, Cori'ca ? 
Cor. Yes, Duck. Ef 
Hil. And do you love him? 
Cor. Why rot, Duck? 
Hil. And yet you could make a Cuckold of him. 
Cor. Hum ! ---- Out of Charity to you, perla 
much might be done. 5 


'f 
[ 
Hi. 
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Hil. Why, thou incontinent old Doatard ! Could'ſt 

thou imagine that I really lov'd thee ? Ha, ha, he! ---- 
| Thou homely, ſhrivei'd Piece of Mortality ! Fit only 
for a Gardiner's Statue to fright the Crows away! Thou 

Cor. Ungrateful Shepherd, Is this your Love? --- 
| Give me my Ring again. | 

Hil. No, no, I'll give it your Husband. He'll be 
more choice on't. 

Cor. What ſha!l I do? Dear Hillario, don't 
make Miſchief between Man and Wife. Keep but 
| this a Secret, and I'll do any thing in the World for 


ou. I'm undone, if you diſcover it. Meeps. 


Hil. Well then, out of Charity to you, T'il make 
vou a Propoſal. If you can prevail on your Daugh- 
ter to be marry'd to Damæta, to Day, to Mor- 
row Il] reſtore 7he Ring, 2nd ſwear never to mention 
| what has paſs'd between us. 

| Cor. Agreed. I Il do the beſt T can. 

Hil. _— haſte. ---- Now, if this Stratagem don't 

It, 
u never Plot again, nor be a WI r. 


2e Eud of the Third A CT. 
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er SCENETL. 


Enter Oriauo, Sylvia and Marcellus. 


0 T1477 0. 


SEG RAY, follow me no more. Me- 
By thinks that Modeſty, which in your 
Face appears ſo lovely, ſhould raiſe 
5} your Fears to truſt your ſelf in Pri- 
vate with a Stranger. 
Sylv. I'd cheriſh then thoſe Fears, 
| and call 'em Hopes, it you'd but 
= ſmile upon me. 


Marc. If Love cauſe you to follow him, how can 
you angry be with me * following you? 
Sylv. Love ſhouldn't be ſo ſubtle, as to play with 
Arguments. | | 
Marc. Love ſhouldn't be an Enemy to Reaſon. 
Orian. To love, at beſt is but a Sort of Folly: ---- 
Burto love One, who cannot make Returns, is nothing 


elſe but Madneſs. 
| D.. 


SW EE" 
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©&/v. Tell him ſo : | Pointing to Marcellus | Tis a 


Leffon he mould learn. 


Marc. To live, and not to love, is a Sort of Inhu- 
manity : But not to love One, who is true and con- 
fant, is nothing leis than Tyranny. 

Yuv. Tell him fo : | Poiutmg to Oriano.] Tis a Let- 
ſon he ſhould learn. | | 

Orian. | To Sylvia.] Why do you follow him that 
flies from you? | | 

Marc. Jo Sylvia. ] Why do you fly from him that 
follows you? | | 

Sylv. [To Marcellus, ] Why do you follow, [ To Ori- 


2 Why do you fly from me? | 


Grian, 'The Fates command me, that I muſt not love 

you. 
Marc. [Te Sylvia.] The Fates command me, that 1 
needs muſt love you. . 
Sylv. The Fates impoſe the like Command on me: 
That you I muſt, [To Oriano] that you {To Marcel- 
lus.] T cannot love. | 5 

Marc. Unhappy Man! When I begin to ſpeak, 

She ſtands unmov'd, regardleſs of my Pray'rs, 
Deaf as the Winds, and as the Rocks unſhaken, 

Sy. Unhappy Woman! | 
When I begin to ſhew him [Oriano] all my Paſſion, 
He ſtands unmov'd, regardleſs of my Tears, 

Deaf as the Winds, and as the Rocks unſhaken. 

Orian, We are all Three unhappy : Born to be the 
proud Example of imperious Love. Our fond Deſires, 
like ſome myſterious Truth, muſt be conceal'd, 'til 
Fate ſhall pleaſe ro explain em. Till then, ---- 

Let us with Patience bear our way ward Fortunes, 

And ſound a Parly to our Paſſions. 

The Ways of Heav'n are dark and intricate, 
Puzzled in Mazes, and perplex d with Errors; 
Our Underſtanding traces em in vain, . 
Loſt and bewildex'd in the fruitleſs Search ; 
Nor ſees with how much Art the Windings run, 
Or where the regular Confuſion ends. | 
[ They go out together, 
1 SE ET 
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SCENE I. 


Enter Damatas, Erneſio, and Hillario, | 


Dam. OW much am 1 oblig'd to you both! 

My better Genius, thou! And thou, my 
Friend! — — But do you think the Plot wil 
hold ? = | 


Hil. Tt ſhall hold, if the Bands of Matrimony can 
hold thee. 5 

Ern. Shall we knock ? 

Hil. Let me alone for that. [Knocks.] So ho! Co. 
riſca, Mother Winter, You, whom the Graye has 
waited for theſe Hundred Years, come forth. 


EET LEE 


S ME 
Enter Coriſca. 


Cor. H O's there? 


Hil. 'Tis I. Are you crawl'd here at laſt? 
Is your Daughter ready? — [To her aſide.] Do 
you know this Ring ? | SE | 
Cor. [ Softly. } Heark'e : ----- You have not tod 


Tales, I hope! 
Tales, I hope Hil 


nf 


Ol 
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| together, to bring it about. 
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Hil. No, no, my Duck. But I told them that your 
Mind was alter d, and that you now lik'd Damaras for 
a Son in Law. So we Three came to lay our Heads 


Cor. You're welcome, We'll go in, and talk the 


Matter over in Private. 
, [They go out together. 
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SCEME TV. 
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Enter Phillis alone. 


CAN'T imagine why my Mother ſhould invite 

Damatas and Hiilario to our Houſe to Day. Sure 
her Mind isn't chang'd already ! Sure they have not 
wheedled her over to their Party! ---- But be that as it 
will, Pll never have him, that Iam refolv'd on. Two 
Words ſhall go to that Bargain, I'll promiſe em. 
However, I'Il liſten to their learned Debate, and find 
out the Bottom of this Project, if poſlible. 


[Se retires to one Corner of the Stage. 
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SCENE V. 


Enter Coriſca, Damatas, Erneſto, and 
Hillario. 
Ern. O obviate all Objections to Damætas 
3 Fortune, Coriſca, I'll make him my 
Heir. | 
Cor. How can that be ? You have a Daughter, you 
know. | 
Ern. True. But they ſay ſhe's fallen in Love with 
the new Shepherd. Now I'll pretend to be very angry 
on that Score, and ſo diſ-inherit her. | 
Cor. That's an Anſwer. = I ſhould be yery 
ſorry to have Damaras ---- 
Hil. Hang himſelf on a Willow, or ſouſe himſelf in 
2 purling Stream, Ha! Coriſca ? ---- I know thou't 
gentle, and thy Daughter never ſuckt in her Cruelty 
om thee. | | | | 
Dam. Why do we loiter ? ---- For till Phillis is 
mine, 


The tedious Hours move heavily away, 
And each long Minute ſeems a lazy Day. 


Phil. [Peeps out.] Fair and ſoftly goes far, Sir. 
J ſhall diſappoint your tow'ring Hopes, or I am much 
miſtaken. | 5 
Ern. Come, let's be gone. | 
il. Come along. Coriſca, play your Cards to the 
beſt Advantage, now: Or ciſe — . 


® 


Cor, 
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cor. Never fear me, I'm not to ſeck at theſe Years, Ml 

in Affairs of that Nature. 3 
Dam. Lear Mother, don't delay. I'm all Impa- 

tience. | | | 

Cor, I go. — Succeſs attend us. 


# 
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| a D They go out. 
Phil. [Comes forth. What an unnatural Old Woman 
is my Mother! But I'll baulk their Expectations, not- 
withſtanding they think their Game ſecure. | 


5 3 — 2 ren 
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FATE never will the INNOCENT undo, 
And, tho my Mother's Falſe, the Gops are True. 


| EEESEBESS | 
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ry | | 
5 Enter Hillario, Linco, Coriſca, Damatas, | 
and Erneſto, ö 
in | | \ 
tt Dam. HEN laſt we met, and you deny'd your I 
ty Daughter to me, you urg'd the Mean- q 
; neſs of my Fortune: But ſince kind Fate, or rather | 
1 Erneſto, better far than Fate, has now ſupply'd that | 
Want; J hope you'll ſtart no new Objections. | 
Linc, Come! No matter for that. I wiſh your F 
Tongue wasn't ſo well hung. That ſcurvy Itch of [7 
Poetry that you have got, I don't like by any means. bi 


hut, no Matter for that neither. 


— Hil. Never fear. He'll leave that in Courſe when q 

ch be has got his Pockets well lin d. The Muſes are a = 
det of Ragged Fades, meer Tatterdemallions, and va- 
uſh at the Sight of Riches, 

the Dam. Why ! You don't think fure that Poetry, 
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An Art, which even the Gops admire, —— 
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Hil. Confound your Arts ! --- Let him think what 


| he will. What's that to us? 


Ern. I ſhould: be glad to have your final Anſwer, 
Linco. If you think your Daughter too good for him, 
after my Adoption, I won't urge the Match. Perhap; 
I may find out another Shepherdeſs, that may pleaſe me 
better, and him as well. 

Dam. That's impoſſible. 

Hil. Confound your Impoſſibles! Thy Mouth, like 
a crackt Fiddle, never ſounds but out of Tune. -—— 
Speak, Coriſca, - Or elſe — — | 

Cor. I will, I will. Are you mad, Husband, 
to fling away a Fortune that's thruſt upon you? You 
know Erneſto's rich. | 3 

Linc. Thruſt upon me ! - No matter for that. ---- 
I'd fain ſee any Man. thruſt any thing upon me. -- But, 
no matter for that neither. -- I'll do what I will do--- 
Thruſt upon me, quotha ! 

Dam. Come, what ſay you, Linco ? 

Linc. Hold your Tongue. It I ſpeak to any Body, 


it ſhall be to Erneſto. --- But, no matter for that. — 


Heark'e! You'll leave all to Damatas, you ſay. 

Cor. He ſays he will, Duck. 

Ern. I will, And ſince Sylvia thinks herſelf wiſer 
than her Father, and will be govern'd by her own Pal. 
fion, and not my Inclination, I here diſowyn her fo 
my Daughter. | : 

Linc. A Match then. --- Damatas is an ingenious 
young Fellow ; and I fancy him hugely for a Son in 
Law. --- But, no matter for that neither. 

Ern. Well! Since we are both agreed, let us go in, 
and yoke em together. The two Turtles long to 
bill and coo, I warrant you. 

Hill. T warrant you ſo too. Now, my Lad, Clan 
— en the Shoulder.) I wiſh thee much Jo) 


þ 
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A CATCH. 


Well ſing and tipple all Day, 
(For tis but à Folly 
To be Melancholly) 


And never ast what is to pay. 
All go out. 
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SCENE VI. 


Enter Marcellus alone. 


HIL E Oriano lives, I cannot love thee. mom 
Theſe were her parting Words. III kill 
him then. 
Why do I tremble at the bloody Thought? 
Methinks Love frowns, and ſays I am too dull. 
And yet again, methinks ſoft Pity frowns, 
And ſays, J am too weak againſt my Paſſions, 
Fool that I am ! --- Pity's the Child of Fear. 
For thee, dear Sylvia, ———— 
dare be wicked, tho? Jove ſtrikes me dead. | 
Firewel, Conſcience, Thou, that frighteſt 
Boys, and doating Women. What ſhall I do? 
[fee the better Way, and know tis better; 
Yet ſtill this fatal Error draws me backward. 
So when two adverſe Winds ruſh out and meet, 
The Ocean {wells, and the fierce Billows beat : 
Now riſe like Mountains, now rowl here and there, 
Doubttul which Way their furious Courſe to ſteer. 
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SCENE Vat. 


= 


Enter Ilillario, not ſeeing Marcellus. 


IA. ha, he! We'll have ſuch excellent Sport. Our 


Game's up. Ha, ha, he! 
Marc. How happy are ſome Men over others! 
How jovially ſome paſs their Hours away, 
Whilſt others ſpend in Sighs the live-long Day! 
Hil, | Turns round, _ ees Marcellus at a Diſtance.) 
Who's there ? - A very pretty Poſture, truly 


How his Arms are croſt! He dreams, I warrant you, 


he's a hugging his Miſtreſs. He weeps ! Sec how the 
Tears run trickling down his Cheeks ! - A provi. 


dent Fellow; I'll warrant him? ---- When he wants to 


water his Sheep, he carries his Well, I find, with 
him. Ha, ha, he! 
Marc. [Comes up to him.] Tis ungenerous to laugh 
at the Afflicted. Life's but a Span, and ſo uncertain, 
that to Morrow, perhaps thou mayſt act that Fam, 
which now thou ſo contemneſt. 

Hil. 1 a&t a Part! It muſt be in a Comedy then, 1 
can't endure your whining, dying Tragedies. None of 
your Romantic Airs for me, Sir. 

Marc. You are unmannerly. Leave me to my {lf 
My worſt Thoughts are better Company than thou 
art. | 

Hil. Enjoy em then, and much Good may they do 
thee. Your Company, Friend, isn't ſo pleaſant, tlut 
ene need be over fond on' t. I remember, 
when I loſt all my Money, I was juſt ſuch another 
melancholly Fool, ---. 


But 


P 
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But hang Gargg, drive away Sorrow, | 
To the Gods beg to Morrow. 


Do you hear, Friend, I'm going to a Wedding, and if 
you hangs Mind to be gay and frisky, and drown the 

of your hard hearted Miſtreſs in a Bumper 
of Nappy October, you ſhall be welcome. If not, 
Mr. Tragedy, I'm your humble Servant. For my Part, 
Im reſolv'd to be merry, ----- 


. 
And ſing, and tipple all Day, 
(For 'tis hut a Folly 
To be Melancholly.) 5 
And never ask what is to pay. 


[Ze goes out. 


cc OE 
S ee 
Marcellus alone. 
Thou art happy, Shepherd; for thou art innocent. 
— Sorrow can never touch thy chearful Heart. 


But thou, Marcellus, muſt be wicked, or be wretch- 
ed. 


The Pays1ck's hard, which thou doſt ill prepare ; 
Let the Disk Ask is harder ſtill to bear. 


Tue End of the Fourth A CT. 
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Acr V. Scrns I. 


Enter Hillario, Damatas, and Erneſto, 


Damatas, | t 


AY Heav'n convert theſe Omens 
into Good, and diſappoint my 
Fears Thrice in the Threſhold 


. my Feet were ſeiz'd with an unu- 1 

3 ſual Stifneſs, and thrice J ſtum- 
4 bled as I walk'd along. 
Hil. Andthree times thricethou J 
— art a Blockhead, for thy ſuperiti- 

7 tious Obſervance of ſuch common Accidents. 
9 Dam. Blame not my Fear; for *tis the Child of 
| Love. Tho' Phillis ſhould be lock d within my Arm, 

I ſhould ſtill doubt of my Succeſs. \ 

Hi. If you ſhould ſtumble, you mean. P 


Dam. Alas! that wasn't all. As I paſt by, upon rc 
the Oak, ſacred to Faunus, where the Shepherds daily te 
exerciſe their Rural Sports; on that ſame Oak, an in- | 
auſpicious Crow foretold ſome fatal Ill approaching. hi 

Ern. And becauſe Crows foretel wet Weather, you 
interpret it the Rain of your own Eyes, Come 

come 
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SCENE II. 


Enter Linco, ſpeaking to Phillis within the 
Door. 


* ELL! Come, Girl. No matter for that. I 

believe what thou ſay'ſt to be true, Girl. Thy 
Mother's an old doating Fool. But, no matter tor 
that neither. I'll do their Buſineſs, and thine too, I 
varrant thee. 

Ern. Here comes Linco. 

Dam. He looks cheartully. ---- I hope all's well. 

Eil. But I'd doubt of his Conſent, tho' he ſhould 
give it me. 

Dam. Pardon a Lover's Fears, Hillar'o. 

Ern. Well met, Linco. We were juſt coming to 
ou. 
f Linc. To me ! ---- Very likely. —— Your Will and 
Pleaſure with me, pray. 

Erin, We come to claim your Promiſe. 

My Promiſe ! ---- Oh! ---- Right. I faid Id go to 
Market with you, and help you to diſpoic of ſome of 
your Cattle. I beg your Pardon. ---- This treache- 
rous Memory of mine often fails me. But, no mat- 
ter for that. I'll wait on you in an Inſtant. 

F Dam. I ſtand confounded. ---- Good Hillario ſpeak to 

m. k 


K Eil. 


come, be adviſed by me, and leave theſe idle Fol- 
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Hil. A very odd Sort of a Story this! ---- We were 
for dividing the Bear's Skin, before he was caught. 
Here's no Wedding like to be, for what I can find, 
except between the Bulls and Cows. — Hear ke, Lin- 
co, you forgetful old Put! Is your Daughter ready ? 

Linc. No matter for that. Ha! my good old 
Fiiend Hillario, give me thy Hand. Thou art a mer- 
ry Fellow. I haven't ſeen thee this many a Day, old 
Bully Rock. ; 

Hil. A crazy Head-riece that of thine, Linco ! What! 
Can'ſt not remember the Tianſaction of the laſt Hour? 
Tisn't longer ſince we were all together, and you con- 
ſented to the Match. I 

Linc. Then you'll go with us to the Wedding, wil 
you? Do, there's a good Lad. We'll have a Fiddle, 
Boy: Aud | 


Eillarios CATCH. 
We'll ſing, and well _ all Day, 
id 


(For tis but a Fol 
To be Melancholly) 
And never ak what is to pay. 


Ha! What fay'ſt thou? | | | 
Hil. [ Aſide. ] Now could I cut this old Puppy's 
Theoat.!  - | 8 | | 
Linc. Why ſo thoughtful, my old merry Compa- 
nion? Come, come, | | 


Hang Care, Man, drive away Sorrow, 
To the Gops belong to Morrow. 


J have nettled him ] fackins. [ Aſrde, 
Ern. Come, what's the Matter? | 
Hil, Matter! Why the Fellow's mad, that's all. 

Ern. You ſec I am as good as my Word, Linco, 1 
have brought my Son along with me. | 
Linc. Your Son ! --— I cry Mercy, I thought you 
had no Child but your Daughter Sylvia, I. 8 
| | 7, 
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rn. Are you come to mock us? — You can't 
poflibly have forgot my Promiſe to adopt Dameras, 
10 ſoon as you pretend. | ; 


Hil. Didn't you particularly examine whether he 


would leave him all? Did you not? Can you deny it 
now? 
Linc. Deny it! - No. no: But where's Sylvia? 
Ern Leave Fooling. Is your Daughter ready? | 
Linc. Ay, that ſhe is; and as ripe as a Cherry, juſt 
falling from the Tree. ---- Why ſhe's to be marry'd, 
Man, within this Hour, to a young Shepherd. 
Dam, That's me. ---- Hence Fears . Attend upon 
the Infancy of Love. - She's now my own. 


Hil. Why! Ay, the Crow upon the Oak foretold 


you this, I ſuppoſe. 
Line, Phillis, Daughter Phillis, come hither, Girl ! 
| | [At the Door. 


Ee ee 


SCENE III. 


Enter Phillis, 


® 
>> 


Gs 


Line, ERE's ſome Company come to dance at 
1 | your Wedding, Child. | 
Dam. So looks the Sun, when be ſalutes the Day, 
And drives the dreary Mijis of Night away. 
Phil. Did you call me, Father? | x 
Linc, Is Myrtillo come? I thought he would have 


flown upon the Wings of Love to thee, and not have 
ſufler d thee to wait for him. But, no matter for that. 
Co in and dreſs you, and prepare to welcome him. 
[4s Phillis is goixg out, Damætas ſtops her. 

K 2 Dam. 


lire to bury him ! And may his Son in Law's Horw 
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Dam. Will you be gone 1o ſoon ? ---- Oh Phillis" the 
long expected Hour is come at laſt. - Let's join our 
Hear ts, and ſeal em with a Kits. | 

[Offers to ſalute her. She ſtruggles and goes out. 

Linc, How now! How dare you kits another Man's 
Wite ? For ſhe's Myrtillo's Goods and Chattels now, 
And had he ſeen you, perhaps he would not thank 
you for your Pains. But, now I think on't, tis but 
civil to take a parting Kiſs. 1 wouldn't have my 
Daughter il! natur'd neither, methinks. 

Hil. How's this, Linco ? 585 | 

Liac. Why, doſt thou think, when Myrtillo has once 
made her his own, he'!! ſuffer her to be ſlopt and kit 
by every Coxcomb ? | 

Hil. Myrtillo! ---. What has he to do with her? 

Linc, Ha, ha, he ! ---- The Husband has no Buſineſ5 
with his Wife, I ſuppoſe !---- But I warrant you ſhe'l 
find Employment for him. : 

Hil. You mean Damætas, ſure. Do you not? 

Linc. Tis no matter for that. What I mean, I | 
mean. ---- Well! reſt ye merry, Gentlemen, I muſt at- 
tend my Daughter's Wedding. If you'll take a Dance 
with us, I dare ſay the Bridegroom will make you 
welcome. Pray, bring your Son an Heir, Damata, 
with you; and Mrs. Sylvia, your diſcarded Daughter 
too. A little Merriment will compoſe 'em perhaps 
after their Diſappointment. ---- What {ay you, Dame. 
tas? ---- Tis your Miſtreſſes Wedding, Boy, and fre 
ſhall be thy Partner, if thou wilt. ---- And what ſay 
thou, Hillario, Ha? I'd have thee come by all Means, 
I know thon art always a leading Card at ſuch Enter- 
tainments.--- I have nettled them, I fackins. --- | 4j, 

: | | [ He goes cui. 

Ern. What are you both dumb? Both Thunder: 
lruck ? ---- This was your Plot, Hillario. 

Hil. A Curie on al! Plots, I fay, and the old Puppy! 
into the Bargain? May all his Sheep prove rotten, and 
may he want Subſiſtance, and be forc'd to feed up- 
on em! May his Wife be a daily Plague to him, nd 


„ 


0 


Or, the MERRY SWAIN, 101 


be more conſpicuous than the largeſt Deer's in all our 


- Forreſt ! | | 
| Dam. Thy Imprecation's raſh and focliſh. Sooner 
AE the Sun ſhall loſe his Native Brightneſs, than Phillis be 
in's unchaſt : | i 1 . 
25 _ Hil. May ſome Diſtemper hee him, till he be car- 
nk ried to ſome Hoſpital in the City, and there kill'd by 
birt ſome young Practitioner by way of Experiment! 
mn; Luc. A Curie on thee, and all thy ſhallow! Poli- 
ticks ! | 
Dam. Amen, I lay. This is the ſecond Time thy 
= boaſted Wit has prov'd fo fatal to me. 
kit Hil, How unjuit now are your Reſentments, and 
how your Paſſion carries you beyond your Reaſon! --- 
How this Piot took Wind, I can't imagine. — But, if 
* old Coriſca was at the Bottom oft, III make her dear- 


bel ly repent it. — Yet, had it proſper'd, then you'd both 
have hug'd me for the Invention. 
Dam. You're a Villain, and have wrong'd us both, 


7 


n, 1 ud ere tis long fall make us ample Satisfaction. 
| at- „ He and Erneſto go out. 
ance Hil. Go, get you gone, and lay your wiſe Noddles 


together, to find out the beſt Way to extort it from 


Ou | 
. me. — If thou art tardy, Cor. ſca, 1 ſay no more. | 
lter — The Ring for that. They are both 1 find againſt | 
hays me, but I value them not. Still 


3 I'll Heng, and. tipple all Day, 
ay For tis but a Folly, &c. 


4s, [Goes out. 
inter- 
Jie. 
5 out. 
inder 
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Enter via alone. 


T HIS Way my Oriano went. How ſtrange!y 
1 loſt Sight of him ! —- I'll never reſt till ] 
have found him out. | 


[She goes out. 
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Enter Oriano, and Marcellus, dreſt like a 
Shepherd. 


A Orian. OME, now your Buſineſs, Sir. 

„ , Marc. Tis a fatal one, and will ſur- 

prize you. 2 | 

Orian. That it cannot well. 7 
Marc. Oh! *Tis a Sin, young Man, of a deep Dye. 

Methinks my Face looks black and horrid as my 

Thoughts! Tell me, Sir, does it not? 

| Orian. If Villany's your Buſineſs, I'll be gone. 

. Marc. Yet ſtay a little longer, --- You ſhall ſtay, and 

be an Actor in this Tragedy, 
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Orian. What would you do? 
Marc. 1 would do nothing : ---- But I muſt, ---- 
Orian. What muſt you do? 
Marc. Kill thee. __— * 
Orian. Kill me! Surely, Sir, you are not ſerious, 

Could I recollect the leaſt Affront or Injury I ever did 

you, I ſhould believe it. | 

Marc. Alas! there lies the Crime. I kill thee be- 
cauſe thou art too good, too lovely fair: And, to deal 
ingenuouſly with you, becauſe, whilſt thou art living, 

Hlria will ne'er be mine. | 

Orian. Had I been your Rival, you might have had 
ſome Cauſe, Some Pretence, I mean, to juſtify an Act 
fo villainous. ---- He, who ſo unjuſtly kills another, is 

2 double Murtherer. | 5 | 

Marc. When we execute the Commands of Love,. 
we deſerve a /ofter Title. | 

Orian. Are you reſolv'd to be ſo cruel then? 

Marc. I muſt; --- or be as cruel to my ſelf. — I 
ſcorn, however, to kill you baſely : --- Like a Coward: 
kill you. — See, here! --- { Produces two Swords] Take 
your own Choice, and then defend your ſelf. 

Orian. Tis generouſly done: And ſince it muſt be 
ſo, I'll call my utmoſt Courage to my Aid. And if 
the Gops protect the Innocent, I ſhall not fall. | 
[ Afede. 


i 


Marc. Are you ready ? 

Orian. I am. 

Marc. Come on then, — Sylvia's the Word. | 
[They fight. 
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SCENE VE 
Enter Bellario. 


Bel.” WIL be in vain to ſeek my Oriana here, 
Met who knows? No Path'; 
amiſs to one, who has no ſettled Journey to purſue.— 
Who's here ? — What d'ye mean, Sirs ? —— Ces 
this unuſual Strife. I thought you Shepherds had na 
known the Follies of the Court. I will not part from 
ye, before I ſee ye Friends. | EY: 
Orian. | Aſide.) Tis my Bellario, or my Eyes de. 
ceive me. Oh, thou deareſt Man! =— [Runs to 
him] To thee I fly for Shelter. See! thy Or. 
ana here. ¶ Diſcovers herjelf } —-— Now kill me, if 
you can. [To Marcellus] 

Marc. I'm all Aſhoniſt ment! Bellario ! Oriana ! — 
Oh, my Siſter ! How ſhall I ſpeak ! How expiate the 
horrid Guilt I had conceiv'd ! | 

Orian. This joytul Meeting makes amends for my 
lang tedious Baniſhment. — Oh ! Bellario, fee what 
extravagant Actions the Fears of Lucius, and my Love 
for thee, have made me guilty of, | 

Bel. Exceſs of Joy has ſtruck me dumb. — Oh, Pl 
Oriana, how amply are my Travels now rewarded ! 
The Sight of thee, thus beauteous as thou art, would 3 
diſſipate a Flood of Sorraws. Oh, Marcellus! No 
more my Oris Enemy, but my loving Brot! 
Oh, what a happy Change is here 
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-SCEMNE--VIL 
Enter Slvia. 


Marc. H, Sylvia! Behold my Siſter ! No longer 
now my Rival! Oh! Make me happy in 
the Enjoyment of thy Love, ſince all thy Expectation 8 
there are loſt forever. | 
Orian. Let me, kind fair One, become an humble 
Suiter for my Brother, and plead the Cauſe of Love in 
his Behalf. --- Now, Sylvia, the Fates have folv'd 
Love's RiDDLE. | 
Sylv. What do I hear ? --- Oh, my unhappy Stars! 


What do I. ſee ? I cannot bear the fatal Proſpect. 


| | $0075. 

Marc. Oh ! Sylvia, awake. Speak but one Word. 

Sylv. [Coming to herſelf. | Why do you diſturb me? 
— *Tisn't kindly done. --- I oven my Paſſion is miſ- 
plac'd : --- Yet, ſince 'tis fixt, *tis hard to tear it from 
me. 

Orian. Riſe, faireſt Sylvia, and tho' the Fates forbid 
our Loves, they yet command our Friendſhip. Tranſ- 
plant that kind Concern:you tad for me, into my Bro- 
ther's Garden. — See, with what longing Eyes he 
gazes on thee ! He'll on his Knees receive the Bleſ- 
ing from thee. Confirm me then your Friend, and 
call me Siſter, 

Sylv. Pm all Amazement ! --- But ſince *twould be 
a Folly inexcuſable, my Error thus diſcover'd, to pur- 
ſue my Love, Tl! try to check my Paſſion for thee, 
nd by Degrees forget it. --- Now, Marcellus, I you 

t 


— 
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both my ſelf and thee — Live ſtil in 
A | ; | 5 
Marc. She bids me hope: Kind Gops! She pities 


me: And Pity ſtill foreruns approaching Love, az 


Lightning does the Thunder. 


No anxious Cares ſhall now diſturb my Breaſt ; 
Her Pity, and my Hopes ſhall tune my Soul to reſt, 


EF OR ROY 


SCENE VII. 


Enter Horatio, Sophronia, Marcellus, Ori- 
ana, Slvia, and Bellario, 


Hor. OUR re welcome Home, Bellario. 
Well, what News? 5 
Bel. Horatio, the Gops have heard your Pray'rs, an 
prov'd propitious to my Travels. Your Oriana's 


Oe, 2 . 

Hoy. Oh ! lead me to her then, Bellario, and don't 
with-hold a Scene of ſo much Tranſport. _ 

Orian. [ Falls on her Knees.) Behold your Daughter, 


Sir, and pardon her Diſobedience and her Flight. I 


couldn't love young Lucius, tho* you commanded it, 
I know 'twas my Preferment which you aim'd at: 
But Wealth's no Dowry when compar'd with 
Love. | | | | 
Bel. Now, Sir, we want but your Conſent to make 
us happy. | . 
Hor. Take her, and may Heaven ſhow'r down its 
choiceſt Bleſſings on you both.  [Embraces them. 
Soph. Oh, Extacy of Joy! Oh, my Oriana ! Wel 
come, thrice welcome to thy Mother's Arms! 1 
: P a 


— — * 
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Bel. Now, Sir, to compleat your Happineſs, I have 
another Preſent for you, as unexpected, and as wel- 
come as the former, Your Son Marcellus, 
Sir. 

Hor. Then T am bleſs d indeed! How, Bellario, ſhall 
I expreſs my Gratitude to Heav'n and thee, for theſe 
unthought of Bleſſings, or how repay thee for thy 
honeſt Services ! | 

Bel I'm o'er-paid already, Sir. 

Soph. O. my Son! My Son ! [ Embraces him.] 1 
fear d I never ſhould have ſeen thee more. Inow ſhall 


die contented. 


Marc. Your Bleſſing both; and pardon my Diſ- 
guiſe. But Love, Almighty Love, which turn d Ju- 
rx into a Swan, and made HERCULES's Club dwin- 
dle to a Diſtaſß has wrought this Transformation. 

Hor. and Soph. You have our Pardon, and our Bleſ- 


| ing both. 


Marc. Forgive me, Siſter, Father, Mother, Friends, 
that I ſhould think to dye my Hands in Blood. *Twas 
Love, not Malice, urg'd me to the Deed, and mighty 
Love ſhould plead for my Excule. O Sylvia! 
Thou Charmer of my Heart, ſmile on Marcellus, and 
make him happy as his Siſter. | 

Hor. Come, Son, ne'er regard her. I have a For- 
tune for thee in my Eye, that may pleaſe you as well, 
and me much better, | 

Marc. Oh, never ! Let me have Sylvia, or 
let me die, — Conſider, Sir, 


How baſe a Foe he is to VEN us“ Pow'r, 

Who Riches courts, and doats upon a Dow'r. 
The Maid conſents, go hates : Her nobler Part 

Is loſt : She gives her Hand, but keeps her Heart. 
How happy they, who not by Fortune join d, 
Marry by nobler Inſtinet in the Mind? 


As well as I remember, Sir, this was your own Re- 


lection on my Siſter's Loſs, 


Soph, 


8. 
þ 


\ 
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_ Soph, Come, Husband, don't let us fall again into an 
Error, which had like to have prov'd ſo fatal to us 
You know we have enough to make them both hap- 
Py. The Maid is fair, and virtuous, tho' of low 
Degree. | 
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Enter Erneſto. 4 
| | EE to 
Ern. COME to ſeek a Daughter. Oh! 
Are you there? Tis well. 

Marc. This is her Father, Sir. Upon my Knees ] 
beg you to conſent, and uſe your Intereſt with him. 

Hor. Well then, Son, to gratify your Love fo fim) | 
fixt, it ſhall be ſo. I have no Objection to Yo! 
her Perſon. | | ed, 

Marc. Not long ago, fair Sylvia, you pity'd me, ant fig 
bid me hope. Oh ! now confirm thoſe Hopes, nd Wil h 
make me happy. | To 

Sylv. T muſt obey my Father, Sir. ſhe 

_ Marc. Oh Erneſto ! Now my future Happineſs de. Inf 
pends on thee. Pronounce my Doom. O ſay! Se She 
Sylvia be mine? | I to 
Ern. My Daughter yours, Sir! co! 


Marc. Ves, Mine. If Conſtancy and Truth deſerve us v 
her. Oh! Father, Mother, Siſter, Friends, plead to! 77 
me. 5 | | Wou 

Hor. She her, You ſee hovr much my Son is ſmi- gier 
ten with your Daughter's Charms. If you think him ter. 
a Match fit for her, —- Speak. Her Virtue's I this 
the Portion we expect. | 8 ſole 

El Vide 


bis Od 
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Ern. Or I-can promiſe. fig 
honourable, and ſhe is willing, I readily conſent. —— 
y hat lay t thou, Sylvia? | | 

7;1v. I ſubmit my ſelf wholly to your Will, Sir. 

Ern. Then I'll not hinder thy Advancement. — 
Take her, Sir; and the Gops bicts you both to- 
ether. | | 

Marc. With greater Joy than I'd receivea Crown. 

Ern. [ To Horatio, }] Now, Sir, that you mayn't 
think you have beſtow'd your Son upon a Common 
Shepherde/s : Or you, ¶ Turning to Marcellus. ] with anx- 
jous Thoughts in Time to come, when the keen Ap- 
petite of Love is over, reflect upon a Match fo ſeem- 
ingly unequal, I will reveal a Secret, relating to my Syl- 
via, which I forever thought to have conceal'd. 

Her. You ſurprize us. We're all Attention 
to the great Diſcovery. | 

Ern. Know then. She's not my Daughter. 

Marc. How)! | 
Ern. What I aſſert is true. 

Hor. Go on. 

Ern. About fifteen Years ago, as TI was walking in 


[ Starts, 


yon Woods, I found a Nzr/e moſt barbarouſly wound- 


ed, and by her Side a ſmiling Infant, richly dreſt. I, 
frighten'd at the melancholly Proſpect, demanded who 
u wrong'd her. She groan'd., and faintly utter'd, 
TURKISH ee Then graſp'd my Hand, and, 28 
ſhe was expiring, Shepherd, ſaid ſhe, regard this little 


Infant; for /he's the only Daughter of a Sicilian Lord. 


She would have told his Name, but dy'd that Moment. 
took her Home, and bury d her. The Babe I trait 
committed to my Wife. And, as the Gons had bleſs'd 
us with no Iſſue, ſhe nurs'd her as her own. 

Hor I now remember, my old Friend Leonidas, 
wout that Time, told me that certain Pyrates of Al- 
gier had rob'd his Houſe, and ſtole away his Daugh- 
ter. I'II ſtraitway write him Letters of Advice of 
this Adventure. And if ſhe proves his Dwghter, we'll 
ſolemnize their Nuptials, as her Birth, and ſuch a Pro- 
vidence requires. | 


8 | Aſarta 


If your Deſigns are 
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Marc. How my Heart bounds with Joy! 


Thro' various Has ards and Events we rove: 
Tho dark, yet juſt are all the Ways of Tove. 
| AU go ont. 


FC COA 


SCENE X. 


* 


Enter Linco, Coriſca, Erneſto, Damatas, 
SHlria, Phitlis, Horatio, Sophroaia, Mar- 
cellus, Bellario, and Oriana. 


Ern. INCE now Oran is diſcover'd to be 1 
| Woman, and Sylvia no more my Daughter, 
I here, in Earneſt, before all this good Company, 
adopt Damatras for my Heir. — If then, Lin- 
co, you will conſent. = 
Linc. Ha, ha, he! Conſent, quoth'a ! Why, you 
know ſhe's married to Myrtillo. | 
Ern. No, no, I know to the contrary. That was 


only a Plot of yours, I met Myrciilo himfelf, and he 


told me ſo. 5 

Linc. Well, well! No Matter for that. But wil 
you give Dametas all, upon your Word? 

Ern. J promiſe you, I will. 
Cor. He will I dare anſwer for him. He wil, 
Duck. | | | 

Linc. No matter for that. J ſcarce dare truſt him. 

Hoy. and Soph. We'll ſtand bound for his Pertor- 
mance. 8 

Linc, Then, let him win her, and wear her, I fay. 


Phil, 


an IIL2 A. 


ut, 
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Phil. [To Oriana.] Henceforth I mult not love, but 
honour vou. | | 

Dam. Now, Phillis, Bleſs me, or make me wretch- 
ed ever. 

Phil. J ſbail be govern'd by my Father, Sir. 

Liac. Take her then, Boy, ſhe's thine forever. 

Dam. Wich far more Joy, than I would graſp the 
W ealth of Both the Lilies. 
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SCHEME XL 


Enter Hillario. 
Dam, () H, my Friend Hillario ! The Storm is 


| now blown over, and Phillis is at laſt my 

own. Pardon my Paſſion. Your loſing Gameſter will 
be a little peeviſh, 

Ern. There's a perfect Reconciliation on all Sides. 
Give me your Hand, Hillario. | 

Hil. With all my Heart. I'm not to be ſacrific'd 
then, I find. Threaten'd Folks alway's live long, you 
lee, 

Orian. | To Horatio.) This is the Shepherd, Sir, to 
whom I am oblig'd for all my kind Reception in the 
Woods. — Hillario, thou art welcome. Here we 


are all luckily marry 'd, beyond our E «pectations, J 
hope, ſince you have ſo many good Examples before 
| four Eyes, you won't be ſingulur. Mell find ſome 
kind CC nſenting Ny 22 for you, Warrant YOU, 

Hil. ) thank you heartliy, good Mrs. Oriana. But 


Mairimery at preſent don't agree with my Conſtitution. 
L 2. When 
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When I am old, and weary of the World, I may grow 
deiperate perhaps, and take a Wite to Mertify Withal. 
But while tis Spring of Life with me, and my 
Blood runs warm in my Veins, the faireſt of your 
Sex ſhan't cheat me of my Freedom. I'm reſoly'd 


A CATCH. 


To ſing away the Day, 
( For tis but a Folly 
To be Melancholy) = 
And live here while I may. 


Dam. However, you'll be my Gueſt to Night, and 
ſo I hope will all the good Company. Such Enter. 
tainment as you find, you ſha!] be heartily welcome to, 
—— -- But what ſay you to a Dance or two, and a 
chearſul Song till Supper is ready, 
= Hil. A very good Motion. 

All, With * Hearts. 

Dam. Then fit ye all down. I have a Set of as 
merry young Lads and Laſſes in the next Room, as 
ever tript it on a May-Day Morning. I'll fetch them, 
and be with you in an Inſtant. [He goes out, re. 
; | | IT rurns immeaiately, 

and ſeats himſelf 
by Phillis. 


[Here may be introduc'd any Paſtoral Figure- 

Dances, or other Rural Diverſions, and the 

Jiteriude may be clos'd with the following 
SOS G.] 1 | 


hal. 


wy 


nd 


ter- 


— 


Or, the MERRY SWAIN. IT3 
On the Pleaſures of a Country Life. 


THE ON G. 


* 
How happy are the Nymphs and Swains, 
Who dwell on the Italian Plains! 
No Cares break in upon their Eaſe, 
But all is Harmony and Peace. 
Chor. No Cares break in, Kc. _ 


: =D. 

The Nymphs without a Frown appear, 
And look as Pleaſant as they're Fair. 
Each does her faithful Partner prize, 
And meets him with conſenting Eyes. 

Chor. Each does her faithful, &c. 


III. . 
No diſtant Airs they know, or Arts, : 
To torture their poor Lovers Hearts ; 
But freely they diſclofe their Mind, 
And prove as conſtant as they're kind.. 
Chor. But freely they diſcloſe, &c.. 


| 4 
Thus, like the Fir/t ble? Pair, they live, 
And Joys reciproc: ily give; | 
Thus ſpend their Days without Offence- 
In Godlike Love and Innocence. 
Chor. Thus ſpend their Days, &c. | 
[ After the Song, all riſe and come forwards; . 


Her. How many dang'rous Tempeſts have he paſt, 
Tet landed at your wiſh'd for Port at laſt! 
Thus watchful Providence the Lover guards; 
Ard thus his Conſtancy and Truth rewards. 


EF I S.. 
EPILOGUE. 


EPILOGUE(| 


To be ſpoken by Hillario. 


[8 EA O you, Fair Judges, Im with Orders come, 
Jo know at once what is our final Doom, 
„T Me plainly ſee Our Jury is divided, 
And therefore long to have Our Cauſe 4 
| 2 cided. 8 | 
Some, too moroſe, ſhew by their domn-caſt Looks, 
They wiſh we had Rehears'd our Spelling Books: 
And think our Time had been much better ſpent 
In Croſs-Stitch, Iriſh-Stitch, or at the Tent. 
Ter ſtill we hope we have a Party here, 
Who'll be as Merciful, as they Severe. 
Who will with Candour judge of what's amiſs, 
Approve a Task, ſo innocent as This, 


And with Applauſe our Nymphs and Swains diſmiß. 


However, 


Let Our Fate be what *rwill we'll be eaſy, 
Since *tis but a Folly 
To be Melancholly, | ES 

Now we've done Our Endeavours zo pleaſe ye. 
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LOVE's ADVOCATE: 


ON THE 
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From Guarinis PASTOR FIDo. 


* 


1 


SCENE, A Grotto. 


Enter Silvio and Linco. 
Linco. 

H, Silvio- 

Hadſt thou e er taſted the extatic 
Pleaſure, 

Truly to love, and be below d again, 

Thy adamantine Heart would 
quickly ſoften; | 

Ss TY, Soon wouldſt thou cheriſh the fond 

Flame within thee; 

Soc v ould It ys think thy preſent Life inlipid, 

And mur mur to have liv'd fo long without 1t. 


No 
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No more the Pleaſures of the Woods approve : 
Leave, leave all other Sports for Godlike Love. 
Siu. Talk not ro me of thy Fantaſtic Flames: 

T tell thee, Linco, that I value more 

One brindled Boar, by my Melampo caught, 

Than Thoufands of thoſe Nyzzphs thou io extoll'ſt. 

Let thoſe, who have a nicer Taſte than J, ? 

The Beauties of the Plains with Pride enjoy; | 

I cannot reliſh ſuch Society. ( 

Linc. Silvio, thy Soul is out of Tune. 

Bnt have a Care; the Hour will one Day come, 
When thou muſt own Love's ſoft Supremacy. 

Socner or later, Once he triumphs o'er us, 

Aſſerts his Right, and claims our due Allegiance, 

Believe me, S:/v10, | 

(For I, by fad Experience, know the Truth on't.) 
No greater Pain can Mortal undergo, 

Than in his Evening, his Decline of Life, 

To feel the ſharp, the peircing Stings of Love. 

For then, no Cure can for the Wound be found, 

And every Application, when renew'd, | 

Does but enflame, and make it rage the more. 

When e'er in Yoxuth hc ſtrikes his Arrows deep, 

He quickly cures himſelf the Wounds he makes; 

Eaſes his Patient's Pains with future Hopes, 

And with a Smile attones for former Frowns, 

But if his Arrows once transfix zhe Old, 

(Who cannot attribute their Nymphs Diſdain, 

To any thing but the Decay of Nature.) 

Then are the Wounds he makes incurable, | 
And all their Pains too ſharp for human Sufferance. 
Prithee, Dear Silvio, do not haſten on thee 

The Curſe of Time, before the Time appointed; 

For, Oh! to learn to Love, when thou art Ola, 
Will ſting. thy drooping Soul with double Torture. 
How wilt thou then upon thy ſelf reflect, 

That in thy Youth thou didſt Love's Charms neglect : 

No more the Pleaſures of the Moods approve : 

Leave, leu ve all other Sports for Godlike Love. 


- 


11 ; 
S. 


— 


FI. 
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gilv. As if there were no Pleaſures to purſue, 


gat choſe, which your Fantaſtic Lovers know, 


Lac. Tell me, if in the jovial Month of May, 
When the gay Farth is deckt in all her Glory, 
Should'ſt thou, inſtead of verdant flow'ry Meade, 
Inſtead of Mady Groves and purling Streams, 
Behold the Pine, the Aſh, the Oak, all Leaf-leſs, 
The Ground without a Flow'r, the Floods conveal'd, 
wou d'ſt thou not fay, that Nature was inverted, 
The Uatver/e was fick, and juſt expiring. 

Now, Silvio, turn thy Eyes upon thy ſelf, 

And thou wilt ſee a Prodigy in Nature, 

As horrible as this: To different Ages, 

Heaven has beſtow'd Divertity of Faſſions: 

And as fond Love but ill becomes the Od, 

oo he that's Lung, and diſregards the Fair, 
Thwarts the Detigns of Nature and of Heav'n, 
Sitio, look round: ——— — — 
Examine all the Works of the Creation, 

And thou wilt find em all th' Enects of Love. 
Doſt thou not {ee yon Meſſenger of Day? 

Ev'n She herſelf does Cupid's Power obey. 

This Moment {ure ſhe left her God of Naur, 

She looks fo gay, and ſo divinely fair! 

Love fires the Beaſts that haunt the deſart Woods, 
and bulky Whales that lord it in the Floods. 

The Nightingal, that tunes his warbling Throat, 
and ſtrikes thine Ear with f1ch a pleaſing Note, 
That wantonly from Beach to Beach does move, 
Could he but ſpeak, would ſay, I bu, with Love: 
Love ſparkles in his little wanton Eyes, 

And his ſoft Warblings want cf Speech ſupplies. 
His pretty tender Mate knows what they mean, 
And liſtens to them with a pleaſing Pain. 

The liaſty Bull ranges the Paſtures round, 

And bellows as he runs, and ſpurns the Ground; 
But then thoſe aw ful Sounds, thoſe Geſtures prove 
Not the Reſult of Anger, but of Love, 


The 
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The Lion roars within the deiart Wood, 
More for his ab ent Mare than want of Food. 
In ſhort, there's no created Thing but thee, 
That is from Love's Almighty Pow'r free. 
And ſhall my Silvio no Devotion pax 
To Him, that bears ſuch univerſal Sway? 
No more the Piealures of the Hoods approve: 
Leave, leave all other Sports for God-like Love. 
Sild. Was then my tender blooming Years dot 
think, | 
Entruſted to thy Care for nothing elle, 
But to attend thy ſoft Romantic Lectures, 
Thy Love-/:c>& Stories, which my Soul abhors ? 
Pray, Linco, recollect thy (elf, and know 
The Inequality there is betw1xt us. | 
Linc. I am a Man, proud Youth, and thou'rt no 
more, 
And glory in my mortal Compoſition. 
If thy ambitious Soul diidains the Title, 
And takes her Flight beyond a human Pitch, 

Take Care thou doſtn't tink beneath ev'n Manhood, 
In aiming to be ſomething more than Aſn. 
Silv. My great, my valiant Grandſire HERCULES, 

Who quell'd the ſavage Monſters of the Woods, 


Whoſe Blood runs briskly thro? my youthful Veins, Take 
Had never been recorded in Fame's Annals, | | 
Had he not firſt ſubdu'd that Atonfer, Love. St 
Linc. Pride and Ambition, Silvio, blind thy Reaſon. Hen 
Where _ thou been? How, pray, hadſt thou been Li 
orn, 

Had thy Alcides never felt Love's Pow'r ? 1 
Nay, all the glorious Actions he perform d, 1 
The many Conqueſts which he gain'd in Battle, gw 
ul 


Were all th' Effects of this Almighty Paſſion. 
Haſt thou not heard, how the fair Omphale 
Made him confeſs the Triumph of her Fyes, | 
And bound him Captive by her Magic Charms ? tell 
How he reſign'd his rugged Lion's Skin, | 
To deck himſelf in all her female Glory? | 
| Tow 
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How he fat down to learn her little Arts, 
And turn'd his knotty Club into a Ditaffe ? 
Thus would he ſhift the Scene, and when fatigu'd, 
With the hard Toil, and Hazard of the Day, 
In her ſoft Arms repoſe himſelf at Night; 
There make amends for all his Labours paſt, 
Surfeit on Joys till ev'n Deſire grew lick ; 
and then his former Toils again repeat. 
It then thy haughty Soul would imitate 
The glorious Warlike Deeds thy Grand/ire wrought ; 
Tho' ſtill thou doſt in Woods delight to rove, 
Yet do not baniſh quite the Thoughts of Loves 
Sometimes to Amaryllis's Charms reſign; 
Her Blood's as noble, and as rich as thine. 
That thou doit ſhun Dorinda's proffer d Love, 
do not only pardon, but 2pprove. 
Thine Honour, which thou doſt ſo highly prize, 
Will not permit th' unlawful! Flame to riſe; 
Can ne'er conſent thou baſely ſhould'ſt abuſe, 
So great, ſo worthy, ſo divine a Spouſe. 
Sto, * ſhe's my Sgouſe, as yet thou canſt not 


Linc. Were there not ſolemn Vows between you 
alt ? 
Take _. Proud Youth, you don't the Go Þ s dit- 
taſt. 
Silv. The Gift of Freedom, is the Gift of Jove; 
He ne er regards compulſive Vows of Love. 5 
Linc. Nay, but I tell thee, Silvio, Jo VE looks 
| down, | 
And makes this Match a Buſineſs of his oven; 
Has promis d to attend thy Nutial Rites, 
and crown 'em with unheard of, new Delights. 
Sv. Canſt think that Jov e would break his 
{weet Repoſe, | 
To mind ſuch trivial Things, as Lover's Vows ? 
tell thee, Amaryllis I deſpiſe, | | 
Nor am I moy'd with fair Dorinda's Eyes; 
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No Female Planet rul'd when I was born 

The Queen of Love with all her Charms I ſcorn. | 

Diana is the Goddeſs I approve, 

And I'm reſolv'd thro' all her Woods to rove. 
Linc. Hard- hearted Youth ! I ſcarcely can be 

lieve, 

Thou doſt from Gops, or Men, thy Race derive. 

Or, if thy Father was a mortal Man, 

Thro' all his Veins Alecto's Poiſons ran. 

When in his Arms thy Mother he careſt, 

Ty/iphone alone his Heart poſſeſt. 


Lo VIE 
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Love and RESENTMENT. 
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Enter Coriſca alone. 


HAT Words can paint the Paſſi- 

+ [| on which I feel ? 

The wild Diforder of my Soul re- 
vea] ? 

Is it not ſtrange two Contraries 
ſhould meet, | 

And ſuch inteſtine, Civil War 

| create ? 

That Love and 1d Hatred ſhould poſſeſs my Breaſt, 

And baniſh thence all Hopes all Thoughts of Relt ? 

When I ſurvey Myrtillos beauteous Face, $ 


Each Lineament, each lovely Feature trace, 
Think. on each Motion, each attractive Grace: 


M's When 
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Whene'er I hear his ſoft melodious Tongue, 
Or liſten to the Muſick of his Song, 

My Soul's on Fire, with Extacy I move, 
And every other Paſſion yields to Love. 
But when I think how the diſdainful Boy 
Beholds another with triumphant Joy: 

With Pride avoids my eager longing Arms, 

(Wilfully blind to my ſuperior Charms) 

The furious Storm begins again to riſe, 

My Rage revives, and I the Youth deſpiſe. 
What! Shall I tamely bear his proud Diſdain? 
Sue for a Shepherd's Love, and fue in vain ? 
Shall he preſume to ſlight my dazling Charms, 

And revel in a meaner Beauty's Arms? 
Audacious Villain! to be mov'd no more, 

To view my Eyes, and not my Eyes adore ! 
To view my Charms, and yet ſo ſenſeleſs prove, 
As not to languiſh, not to burn for Love! 

Shall I ſubmit, when he ſhould proſtrate lie, 

Be proud like others at my Feet to die? 


Oh! No: The Shock my Heart can never bear: Es 
The Thought confounds me, drives me to Deſpair, He 
Age inſt My ſelf, againſt the Yourh J rage, 02 
Nor can my former Love the Storm aſſwage. | Bu: 
Myrtillo proves the Object of my Scorn ; L. 
From the loath'd Sight my Eyes with Fury turn. J. 
My worſt of Wiſhes does the Swain purſue : | A. 
My Paſſion does no Bounds, no Compaſs know. On 
Thus Love and mortal Hatred in their Turn, An. 
Like intermitting Fevers, chill and burn. But 
I. who have ſacrific'd a Thouſand Swains, = BE 
Laugh'd at their Love, and lighted all their Pains, | Ane 
Now feel thoſe Fires, which they have undergone, . 
And gueſs at others Torments by my own. [1 i 
I, who have ſtood unmov'd at all their Tears, Ihr 
Deaf as the Winds to all their amorous Pray'rs, Al 
Have baniſh'd all their Hopes, with Pride ſurveyd . And 
The Devaſtation which my Eyes have made, | Unh 
Am now oblig'd my wayward Fate to moan, | us 
v 


And a poor ſimple Shepherd's Conqueſt own. 
F 2 4 | L Cori ca, And 


ith 


Coriſca, how unhappy hadſt thou been, 
Hadſt thou no Love, but Myrtillo ſeen! 


What would'ſt thou do? How ſooth thy amorous 


Pain, 
Or how revenge the Villain's proud Difdain ? 
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To what Extreams may that poor Maid be drove, 


Whole fooliſh Heart admits one only Love. 
Coriſca's Soul ſhall ne er be ſo confin'd: 
She'll love and change as often as the Wind. 


| For what is Faith, or what is conſtant Love, 
But idle Dreams which jealous Doatards prove? 


In vain does lilly Man expect to find, 


| Or Faith or Conſtancy in Woman- kind. 
| But if by Chance the Prodigy appears; | 
isn't th' Effect of Virtue, but of Years. 


| Some ruin'd Beauty, that Love's War oo. o'er, 
| Pleas'd with one . when ſhe finds 
= Why ſhincs the Sun 


M 2 


no more. 
ut that he may beview'd ? 
| What's Beauty if conceal'd, or not purſu d? | 
| Happy's the Nymph whom various Swains adore, 
| Her Triumph's glorious, and her Peace ſecure. 

| One cannot well all Offices ſupply, 

| But a long Tram of Lovers crown our Joy. 
Is, with a watchleſs Grace his Gifts beſtows; * 
That, Dances, Sings, and the fhrili Trumpet blows; >- 
| A Third Reads well, all Plays, and Novels knows, » 
On each the prudent Nymph confers a Smile, 
And ſeems well-pleas'd to ſee their various Toil. 
| But none ſhall ever ſo ſucceſstful prove, | 
As to trans fix my Heart with ardent Love. ---- 
And yet, ſo weak my Reſolutions are, 

| Myrzillo fits, alas! in Ti iumph there. 

| 1 figh the live-long Day, yet ſigh in vain, | 

| Thanguith, burn, and feel unuſual Pain. 

All Night my Tears like tumbling Surges row], 
And thence diſcloſe the Secrets of my Soul. 
| Unhappy Change! To diſtant Shades I fly, 

| Yet all in vain, the Shades Relief deny. 

In vain I wander thro' the gloomy Grove, 

| And trace the Footſteps of my hated Love, 
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What ſhall unhappy, poor Coriſca do? — 
Coriſca cannot. Muſt not, Will not ſue. 
Shall I forever from his Preſence fly ? ---- 
I cannot go ; ---- For if I go, ---- I die. 
In theſe 3 what Meaſures are the beſt, 
To heal my Griefs, and tune my Soul to reſt? 
To ſtill this Storm I muſt approach the Swain, 
And by Indulgence rowſe his Love again. 
By flow Degrees my Paſſion muſt reveal, 
But the dear Obje& artfully conceal. | 
What Wiles, what Stratagems can do T'll try, 
But if all fail to ſweet Revenge Tl fly. 
The proud diſdainful Youth ſhall quickly prove 
My Fierce Reſentment, if he lights my Love. 
And my proud Rival to his Soul ſo dear, 
Shall curſe the Day ſhe did my Lawrels wear. 
At laſt, they both ſhall to their Sorrow know, 
What Miſchief, One provok'd like me, can do. 


THE 
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THE 


ABSENT NYMPH: 


OR, THE 


DoaTIiNG SWAIN. 


A Muſical INTERLUDE. 
SCENE. a Grove. 
Enter Strephon, Myrtillo, and Menalcas. 
Strephon, | y 
RIS E, 
W Oh! gentle God of Sleep, | 
My Eyes | 


In thy ſoft Bondage keep, s 
And my lab'ring Heart | 
Of all her Pawns, and all her r jp 
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| | All alone, 

| | I weep and moan ;' 

For Oh! My Slvia's gone. 
| Thou alone, 

ö Canſt eaſe my Moan, 

Now lovely Nlxla's gone. 


| Myrt. Bring here thy pow "ful Magic Wand : 

Thy Aid we do implore. 

Oh! Eaſc the Shepherd's tortur'd Mind, 
And let him ſigh no more. 


Faſt cho thy Chains do hold him, 
Vet then he will be free 
From the wracking, 
Ever wakin 
Pangs that have enthral'd him, 
And Cupid's Tyranny. 


Chor. Faſt tho * Chains, &e. 
{Morpheus riſes alf 2 


Mor. Ye gentle Swains, my Aid invoking, 
Your faithful Friendſhip J approve, 
In peaceful Slumbers Dreams provoking, Men 

Fl reward young Strephon's Love, 


Strep, Tho! within thy ſoft Bonds I wall lie, 
Let my Fancy ſtill frolickſome Play; 
Unconfin'd let her rove, | Chor 
: And the Nymph that I love 
b To my Eyes let the Mimick , 
] If I loſe the dear Object I die. 


%” " 


Mor, 
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Mor. Fler lovely Image ſoon Pl ſend 
Hey Beauties all diſplaying, 
A Thouſand Cupids al attend, 


And in her Eyes be playing. | i 


[Morpheus waves his Wand over Strephon's Head, 
and deſcends while Strephon falls aſleep. 
Men. Oh! Faxcy, now. 
Oh! wakeful Maid, 
Enqure below, 
Thro' Sleep's vaſt ſhade 
For the fair Nymph the Swain has loſt : 
If Sylvia there 
Thou canſt not find, 
Yet bring ſome Fair 
To eaſe his Mind, 
That may reſemble Sylvia moſt; 


rt. But if no Draught be treaſur d there 
| Of Oꝝxe ſo fair; 
Let Fancy ſhew 
?, | Her Art, and paint her all a-new. 
From each Gopptss ſteal a Grace; 
Let her be her Maſter-Peice ; 


Not Fancy's {elf can Sylvia's Charms out do. 

Men, Tf all her Art ſhall not avail, 
(Nor ſhall I wonder if ſhe fail) 
To draw a Piece of fo much Eminence, 


Let her content with Strephon reſt, 
Till ſhe beholds his waking Breaſt; 


She'll find her Image never ſtray from thence. 


Chor. Let her content, &c. 


_ [Strephon wakes. 
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Strep, Falſe God, away, 
And re- aſume thy dull Pow'r; 
See thou betray 
A fond Lover no more. 


All Attemps forbear 
To delude my Care 
Ee I'll loſe my dear Crarmer again, 
No Slee: will Il take, 
| But for ever I'll wake, 
Such Pleaſure attends the Pain. 


BZ $4 Foe == 


Chor. No more, ye Swains, no more employ 
Dull Morpheus's Pow'y to eaſe your Pain 
The abſent Lover's darling Foy | 
Is ſtill ro wake, and ſtil{ complain, 
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RECANTATION: | 
A 


DriaLoGus, 
BETWEEN 
coRY DON and SYLVIA. 
S ee ee ee ee D 


From HORACE. 
8888886886868 88 888.88 


— 
Cory don, 
HIL E Slvia ſigh d for me Jus i; 
372 on And prov'd as kind as ſhe was fair | 
| 15 Y 'T envy'd not the Gops their Heav'n, | 


| 8 "ON But — ht a bri rer Hear n was 


U. S 
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Sylv. 


Sytv. 


Cor. 


II. 
While Corydon his Sylvia lov'd, 
And Others ſigh'd for him in vain ; 
Queen I deſpis'd, and on their Crowns 
Look d down with Pity and Diſdain. 


1 
Now Chloe's Song, and graceful Air, 


Attracts my Ear, and charms my Eye; 
For whom (would the kind Gops but ſpare 


Her precious Life) I'd freely die. 


; I. 
Alexis too has fir d my Breaſt, 
And at my Feet does panting lie; 
For whom (would the kind Gops but ſpare 
His precious Life) I'd dowbly die. 


V. 


But FRY fair Sylvia, ſhould I n 


That Chain which Chloe has put on; 
Say, ſhould deſerted Love return, 
And I confeſs your Charms alone. 


"—_ 


Sv. Then tho he's brighter than 2 Star, 


And thou inconſtant as the Sea; 


No 1 Rival ſhall thy Place ſupply, 


PL Live and Die with thee. 


Pan, 
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TRE 
Conſtant COUP L [£: 
O E 


Proteſting Lovers. 


J. 


ND E R a pleaſant Myrtle's Shade, 

| 2 Within a filent Grove, 
12 U El Young Damon and Miranda met, 

8 Aud thus diſcours'd of Love. 


II. 


ham. Oh! My Miranda, thou'rt more fair | 
| Than Lilies newly blown; = 
More ſoft than Cytharea' s Doves, 0 

Or the young Swans fir ſt Down. | 


N | Mir. 
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| III. | 
Mir. Strong as a Mountain is thy Form, 
Yet gentle is thy Mind; 


| And thou art he, whom I alone 
Can love of .all Mankind. 


Mi 


IV. 


Dam. Was fair Oenone to revive, 
And dwell upon our Plain ; | D- 
To own 2 Lovegic Flame for me, 
That Flame ſhould riſe in vain, 


V. 


Mir. Was Paris to confeſs my Charms, 
I'd ſcorn the lovely Boy; 
Prefer an humble Life with thee 
To all the Pomp of Troy. 


Dam. For thee, Miranda, I have kept 
| A Lambkin in my Fold 


Apples, and Plumbs, and lovely Grapes, 
With Purple ſtieakt, and Gold. 


VII. 
Mir. I have a tuneful Pipe and Crook, 
(A Preſent made to me) 
A Garland too of choiccſt Flowers, 
Which I've prelerv'd for thee. 


VIII. 


Dam. No Swain was ever {ure poſſeſt 
Of ſuch extatic Bliſs ! | 
Oh ! Let us join our Hearts and Hands, 
And ſeal em with a Kils ! 


I%. AM 
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IX. 


Mir. No Nymph was ever Gare {o bleſt 
With ſuch a Swain as I! 
But wilt thou ever prove thus kind, 
And never from me fly ? 


X. 


How, Fear not your Swain will eder prove falſe, 
Or from his Charmer rove: 
When *tis an Angel we admire, 
We cannot change our Love. 


XI. 


Thus like the firſt iel Pair they ſat, 
Before their fallen State; 
More proud of being kind and chaſt, 
Than being Rich or Great. 
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PROCLAMATION: 
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C ANT AT A. 


Rec. 


ROM the immortal Realms above, 

All drown'd in Tears the Queen; | 
Love © 

On Earth deſcends, in hopes to find 

Her vagrant Son amongſt Mankind. 
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l 1 Thro' Paphos Streets ſhe Frantic flies, 


Pr 


ö And thus her little Rambler Cries. 


Air. Oz. ! Say, ye Men of Paphos, ſay, 
And eaſe my anxious Care) 
Saw ye my Cupid paſs this Way ? 
Alas ! he's loſt J fear. | 
The generous Swain that ſhall revea 
Where the young Wanderer 1s, 
Shall have from Venus the Reward 
Of 4a tranſborting Kits. A 
| | flo 
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Rec. Amidſt the Numbers numberleſs, 
That ſaw, and pity'd her Diſtreſs, 
The gay Alexis ſoon appear'd, 
And thus the npurnful Goppess chear'd. 


Your Sighs and Tears give o er; 
The Gop of Love is very ſafe, 
And from all Harms ſecure. 
Here, here, the little Tyrant plays, 
And revels in my Heart; 
Encircled with a Thouſand Flames, 
And many à pointed Dart. 


Rec. At this Joy dances. in her F yes, 
And in her Cheeks new Charms ariſe. 
With Tranſport he the Queen ſurveys, 
And, fond of her ſoft Promiſe, ſays. 


Air. No more, fair Queen, his Abfence moans, 


Air. Now, beauteous Goppkss, on your Svrain. 


 Be/tow the proffer'd Kiſs; 
Or let it come from Chloe's Lips, 


And ſo augment his Bliſs. 


THE 
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—Þ. 
? K OTTER: 
, OR, THE 


War to Win Him. 
"#3 SONG 
I. 


When the Fair pine and languiſh, | 


„ And too ſoon their Indul- 
|. gence diſcover; | 
If the Nymph is complying, 


lhube Swain ceaſes dying, 
. And the Warmth of his Paſſion is over. 
II. The 
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= 8 II. 

2 ; | The beſt Way to charm him, 

Is with Fears to alarm him, 


: 

8 To keep him in Awe, and at Diſtance: 

is | By making him jealous, ; 
7 She makes him more zealous, | 
* And ſecures him her Slave by REsisTANcE. | 
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1 
| ( 
Dos and the SHAD ow: | 
: | IJ 
. ; 8 
Stoc - Jobbing FAB LE. 
wed | ; 
| Written in the Mad Tear, 17 20.  , 
| DE DODSSILIoS LI og og og Sobatovaty hh 
i 25 P | 
1 N Days of Yore a Farmer: B. 
160 Dos 1 
1 (To uſe fam'd bs Apo- 
f ; LOGUE ) H 
1 Took a fly Tour around his T 
i Kitchen, js 
. (As Joan her tatter d Gown was A 
Wl ſtitching, 
| And Fohn was buſy fitting nigh T 
| i her, A 


Telling Love-Stories at the Fire.) 1 


To find out ſomething for the Mouth. 

And in the Pantry on a Hook 

He ſpy'd a Leg of Mutton ſtuck. 

This, this muſt be the lucky Minute, 

Or elſe, quoth he, Old Nick is in it. 

So up he mounts on his fore Paws, 

And gripes the Joint between his Jaws. 
But now I've got, thinks he, my Booty, 


(Leſt Foan ſhould ſcold, or John ſhould ſhoot me; 


For Preſervation's Sake, *tis better 
To Dine ta Day a-croſs the Water. 
Now here tis proper, to be noted, 


That Towzer's Maſter's Houſe was Moted : 


So in he jumps with his Tit-Bit, 
And long' d on t'other. Side to get. 
The fam'd Leander couldn't more 
Deſire to lang on Hero's Shore. 

But as the Moat was ſmooth and dear; 
And gilt with Sun- Beams here and there, 
The Shadow of his new got Prize, 
Preſents it {elf before his Eyes. 

Bleſs me! quoth he, here's noble Luck ! 
Here's Profit ! Here's Encreaſe of STack! 
Here's Cent per Cent got in a Trice: - 8 
This Srock-Jogkixe's a rare Device! 

He faid, ---- And at the Shadow ſnaps, 

And down the Leg of Mutton drops : 

Too late he finds what he has done, 

And ſees at once his Dinner gone. 
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And ſquinted Eaſt, Weſt, North, and South, 


— 


"= 
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Speechleſs a while the Por ſtood, 
And low'r'd on the deceitful Flood : 


Bat at the laſt, all drown'd in Tears, 
He curſt his Fate, and ſhook his Ears. ; 
MORAL. | 

Was ever ſenſeleſs Do & ſo bit ? 
Had ever WutLye fo little Wit, ( 


T invotue himſelf in ſo much Trouble, 


For a meer SHaDow, 4 meer BuyLE ? 


Grandeur 


leur 
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GRANDEUR no true Happineſs: 
OR, THE 
Pleaſures of Retirement. 


From SENE CA. 
T 


HE Silver Moon, and all her 
Starry Train, 
No longer now their borrow'd 


Light retain. 
Night turns her fable Chariot to 


ve way 

To - e more bright, more glorious 
— — Dawn of Day. 

Wing 1 —— s come, and now the lab'ring Swain, 

Rouſe from their homely Huts, and fill the Plains. 

Now on the dewy Hills the Lambkins graze, 

And the young Heifer round the Paſture plays. 


The 
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The chearful Birds are now upon the Wing, 1 
And as they fly their amorous Defcants ting. } 
In tuneful Notes their new-born Joys expreſs, 

And in their Way the Riſing Sun confeſs. A 
The greedy Fiſher, with a pleaſing Pain, V 
Stands near ſome murmuring Brook whole Hours l 

5 in vain; | 
Yet baits his unſucceſsful Hook again. 0 
Lucky at laſt he ſiezes on his Prey, A 
And wonders at the Fortune of the Day. U. 
Early the Fowler ſpreads his artful Nets, 2 
And round his Toils a warbling Concert ſets ; T 
Whoſe wel! known Strains the Feather'd Choir aliure, * 
Crown his Deceit, and make his Game ſecure. T 
Tust are the harmleſs Paſtimes of the Swain, \ 
That's bleſt with Peace, and undiſturb'd with Pain : FC 
Whoſe humble Cottage and tuxuriant Field, 

{Life's greateſt Bleſſing) trite Contentment yeild. Ar 
Whilſt anxious Care *% Cotertier's Boſom burns, | Le 
And Hopes and Fears torment his Soul by turns; An 
Like Whir|winds penetrate thro' every Part, Gr 
And ſearch the inmoſt Secrets of his Heart. & 
Here, One on ſome High Prieſt, or Peer attends, * 

| ( 


With a Petition for himſclt, or Friends: 
Now here, now there, from Place to Place is toſt, 
And yet at laſt perhaps his Labour's loſt. | 
i A Myſer there, regardleſs of the Pain 
10 Or Danger, ventures thro the Liquid Main, 
4 And ſearches both the Indies to augment his Gain. 
Never contented ſtil! he graſps at more, 
| And midſt his Plenty lives rer poor. 
I Here, a fond Fool, that's bloated with Applaus e, 
Beſtow'd by greater Fools without a Cauſe, 
Grows ſtrait imperious, thinks their Praiſes juſt, 
And in the Whirle of vain Ambition's lot. 

There, the brib'd Gownſinan for his Client pleads, 
And laughs at Fuſtice if his Cauſe ſucceeds. | 
But - 5 are ThE (alas! the Number's few) 

Who true Content, true Happineſs purſue. 
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The longeſt Life's but an extended Span, 
And the World's greater Half nc'er riſe to Man, 
Be then advis'd, the certain Now improve, 
And ſieze the various Pleaſures of the Grove. 
With your ſhrill Horns by Break of Day Prepare 
To rouic the ſubtle Fox, or timorous Hare; 
Or range for Feather'd Game the ſrady Woods, 
Or draw with your fallacious Nets the Floods. 
And when the Sun is in the Ocean ſet, 
Let ſprightlier Joys your harmleſs Sports compleat. 
Jo ſome indulgent Sylvan Maid repair, | 
The Sylvan Maids are generous as they're fair. 
When at their Feet the ſuppliant Lover lies, 
They meet his Paſſion with conſenting Eyes: 
With gentle Smiles his amorous Sighs reward, 
For Truth and Innocence are all their Guard. 
Jet Others fondly pay their Court to Fane, 
And //ave to purchaſe an Heroic Name. 
Let Others in triumphant Chariots ride, 
And ſacrifice their precious Peace to Pride: 
Grant me, ye Pow'rs an humble, Rural Sear, 
Free from the Noiſe and Hurry of the Great; 
Where I with Picaſure, tho? obſcure may dwe!! ; 
Rich DiscoxTEXT is but a GLORIOUSs HELL, 
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I CaMBRiaN PATRIOT: 
4 OR NE 
GRAND PROJECTOR. 
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Lu- Comic O E M 


Written Originally in Latin, by E. Huldſ- 
worth, of Magd. Coll. Wm now 
Tranſlated Rs the Manner of 
MiILTON. 
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— — 2 — Inhu man Alen, 
Hilful in Guile and Mi chief, hade contriv'd 
A Dixt Macaixe, fall of intiluuous Fraud, 
Trey call a Trav, a mortal Foe: to Mice. 
Hom. Barr, 
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THE 
CamBRitan PATRIOT: 


ON THE 


GRAND PROJECTOR, 
„ 

Heroi- Comic P O E M. 

. by 2 Bu 


Tranſlated after the Manner of 
MitrtoN. 
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By Mr. BELL AMV. 
d eb 


| — — Inhuman Men, 
Skilfal in Guile and Miſchief, have contriv'd 
A Dirt Machixk, full of inſiduous Fraud, 
They call a Tray, a mortal Foe to Mice. 
Hom. Batr. 
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ROBERT Loyp, Eg; 


Fellow - Commoner, 


CIP 


MacGDaLExX-CoLLEGE, 
1 N 


OXFORD 


@|[NCE my Mvuscrievr a 
e (which was invented with 
no ill Deſign on any living 
Creature but M1cr) has 
prov 'd very prejudicial to its 
Author, by fal ling into un- 
skilful Hands, and appear- 
ing in Public mot ſhametully incorrect, 
Q-3 | = 1; 


DEDICATION. 


I reſolv'd to reviſe my PR o JE Cr, and pub- 


liſh a New Edition of it, (trivial as it is) 


that F might not be accountable for the 
egregious Errors of an illiterate Printer. 


How I ſhall anſwer for my more than 


Peerical Aſſurance, in preſuming to make | 
— the PATRON of this little Performance, 5 


own, SIR, I am at a Loſs; fince ſome 
Gentlemen, of too warm and ſanguine a 
Complexion, may be apt to put a wrong 
Conſtruction on my De/7gn, and look on it 
as a very awkard Complement to your 
Countrymen. = : 


Dip I intend it as a Satyr, I ſhould 
never forgive my ſelf for attempting to 
aſperſe ſo bold, ſo brave a Nation; nor can 
one of your Character, in my Opinion, fairly 


admit of ſuch a Thought. This Moc R- 


Por m ſurely is too ludicrous, of too light 


a Nature, te caſt the leaſt Cloud over the 
Glories of any True-Born BRIToN, or 
Yrocure it's Author the ſerious Reflection of 
any Man of Senſe. 


_T mvsrT own 1 have made choice of 2 
tow Subject on a People ſo highly deſerv- 
ing, and who are capable of furnifhing 
more pompous Images for an Ey1c POE, 
than ridiculous Materials for a Piece of 
Burleſque. Beſides, as the Exploits of the 


Cambro-Byritons are too Great and even 
| | or 


4 = ed # od & awe. G W = 


DEDICATION! 


for the Pen of a Comic Muſe, it would be 
an Act of Injuſtice to commemorate them 
in any other Language than their own. I 
have this only to offer in my own Defence, 
(for ſome perhaps may imagine I ſtand 
in need of an Excuſe) that I had nothing 
in my Eye but the Honour of your Coun- 
iry, and a publick Vindication of its re- 
nown'd Antiquity. 15 


GREECE has long ago in a clandeſtine 
Manner graſp'd at all the Honours ſhe 
could lay the leaſt Pretence to; and not 
fatisfy'd with having tranflated Aflrenomy 
from the Chaldeans, Letters from the 
Phenicians z nay, their Jo vE himſelf from 
the Cretans, was arriv'd to that Pitch of 
Afurance, as to engrols to herſelf (eſteem- 
ing her Glories otherwiſe incompleat) the 
ſole Invention of the Woven -Th AP. 


How then ſhould any True Born Br I- 
oN forbear to ſhew his juſt Reſentment, 
To hear ſo modern an Author as Homer, 
who at fartheſt wrote but Three Thouſand 
Years ago, aſcribe this GRAND Pr o- 
JECT to the elaborate Thought of a co- 
temporary Artiſt, when it is full well 
known it ow'd its Original to the teeming 
Brain of a Judicious WELOCH- MAN, who 
liv'd ſome Hundreds of Years before he 
was born or thought of ! 


For 


DEDICATION: 


For this Reaſon. Sf R, I efteem'd it my 
Duty to convince the World of ſo egre- | 


gious an Error, to vindicate your Coun- 


try's Right to Antiquity, and to prevent 
that ſame Homer's modern Engineer from | 


running away with all the Applauſe of ſo 


uſeful an Invention, which alone is due to | 


your celebrated TAFFY. 


AN p here I confeſs, Dear Fellow-Col- | 
legian, fince your Countrymen have been | 
ſo remarkable for their uncommon At- | 


chievements, I am at a Loſs for proper 


Colours to expreſs your Merit. For in you, | 
S1R, the Virtues of your Country, and | 
your moſt worthy Family, are ſo ambigu- | 


ouſly interwoven, that it is difficult to deter- 
mine whether you are a greater Ornament 
to the One, or the Other. You have de- 
rivd, from a long Train of Anceſtors, an 
unſhaken Reſolution to defend the Rights 
and Privileges of the beſt Conſtitution, and 
an holy and flaming Zeal to maintain the 
Honour of the pureſt Church. And may 
not VAI. Es be juſtly big with the great- 
eſt Expectations, when with Pleaſure ſhe 
beholds ſo bright a Genius daily ſhooting 
forwards, and Our Ma DALEN, by her 
benign Influence, promoting the Growth of 


fo promiſing a Plant? 


WuE N hereafter your Judgment ſhall 


arrive to its full Maturity, and my poor 
= | Eullb- 


ö oc i. 


DESBECATION 
FEulogiums be loſt in the more extenſive 
Commendations of your Friends, I hope 
you'll ſometimes condeſcend to ſmile on this 
Life; and accept of it as a Teſtimony 
of that Friendſhip, which has hitherto 
been preſery'd inviolable between us, | 


J am, 
SIM 
Your Moſt Oblig'd, 
Moſt Obenient, 


Humble Servant, 


E. HoLDSWORTH, 


. 
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15 8 + The Caten . whoſe proli- 
fick Brain | 
Firſt form'd an Encine, to the jo- 
vial Mice 


Ill boding, menacing Deſtruction dire. 
And Thou, All pow'rful Puokgus, deign to aid 

Her Flight audacious : Erſt (as Poets ling) 

Thou once profeſs'd thy ſelf to Mice a Foe, 

Dreadful, implacable ; nor ſcorn to own 

Some lofty Cambrian Mount, which lifts its Head 
High as Parnaſſus ; but from thence dart down 

Thy Influence, while ſhe purſues her Theme, 


Tho? 
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Tho' trivial, in ſublime, MiLToxic Verſe. 

To Plunder, and to Rapine giv'n, a Mousz, 
Horrible Monſter ! wander'd from Diſh to Diſh, 
And knew no Danger, for ſhe knew no Gin: 
Long exercis'd the ily, Mercurial Art, 
Unpuniſh't, uncontroul'd ; nor left untoucht 
Brown Bread, or White, or Milk, or Bacon rough, 
Or fragrant Cheeſe, delicious in Decay. 

And, tho' unwelcome, came a conſtant Gueſt, 
Daring, audacious, nor would bear Repulſe. 

In vain with Walls, and Bars, and folded Doors, 
They ftrove to ſtop his Entrance; for with Teeth, # 
As Razors keen, he'd gnaw his Paſſage thro”, 

And taſte of Food, IPcious without Coſt. 

But whilſt this Peſt Malevolent ſpread o'er 
The gloomy Face of this Terreſtrial Globe, 

In thee, O Cambria! chief ſhe tyranniz d; 
For Cheeſe, thy choiceſt Product, tempting Smells, 
And odorous, which the Micr, meer Epicures, 
Not, as all other Viands, only taſte, 

Or lightly nibble, curious, delicate, 

Dainty, not liking, but with greedy Eyes, 

And greedier Tceth voracious, from the Morn 
To Even excavate the ſolid Maſs, 

And *midſt their Eatables prepare their Dome. 

At this the CamBRo-BriToxs vext, with Fury burn, | 
And Indignation. Madneſs, and deep Revenge 


Tear their {woln Breaſts. Their Eye-Balls fiery red ly 
Appear, with glowing Vengeance, and Deſpair. Hh 
They fret, they fume, from Cf to Cliff they rove 

Wandring, impatient 3 for theſe Paſſions, Hate, Wa 
Malice, and Diſcord naturally ſhake No 
Their State of Mind; and Reaſon never rules, | Tw 
But ſenſual Appetite claims conſtant Sway. | Wit 
Thus, rrompted by their Rage, they doom their For, Pro. 
With one Conſent to Puniſhment condign : Int 
But by what Means to apprehend this Foe, Wh 
And put in Execution their Den. er 
They know not, dubious ; for GRIMALkIx ſtern, Det 


But trivial Aid (if any) cou'd afford. The 
3 1 van w. 


wor 


ain 
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ain were their Ambuſcades, her narrow Watch, 
And fly, and ſubtle Motions tow'rds the Mouth 
Of the ſmall concave Dome; the Mouss ſecure, 
Fearleſs within the narrow Compaſs lies, 

Nor dreads her hoſtile Paws ; Greater than ike 
By being Leſs. If haply he eſpies 

His warchfal Guardinn at his narrow Port, 

He ſoon ſculks in, and thro' the dark Receſs 
Runs winding, to GRIMALKIN's bulky, Paths 
Unpaſſable. impervious ; yet nor dares 

To peep Abroad, or new Excurſtons make, 
Till his dire Enemy removes her Camp, 

And Danger, with her Per on, diſappears. 

Thus whileom CamBRIA (pardon the Compare) 
Baffled victorious CæsAR ; When to his Arms 
Invincible BRirAN NIA yielded, and 
Confeſt him Lord Supreme, him Homage paid. 

For thus each CamBro-BrITOXN ſtrait repair'd 
To craggy Hill, or lofty Mountain, ſate Retreat, 
Impregnable by Natur e, not by Art. 
Thus, in the conclave Cliffs they ſculk'd, they hid; 
Midſt of deſtructive Ruin ſafe, ſecure, _ 
And tho' of Conqu'ring thoughtleſs, yet diſdain' d 
To be o'ercome; nor were, tho' fied, o'ercoe. 
At this pufft up, their GENEALOGIES = 
In Length prodigious they. produce, and boaſt 

heir Land unconquer d, and their Tongae antique. 

Thus when the Movuse long Time GRIMALKIN 

icap'd 

Watchful. Death menacing, and no Relief, 
Ne Conſolation from her Care was found; 
Two HtraLDs, by the Nattion's ſtrict Command, 
With awful Ceremony, and with Trumpets found, 
Prociatm a CounciL torthwith to be held 
In the remoteſt Part of all their Land, 
Where now St. Davrp's (once in high Renown) 
Her Title to a Biſhofrick deplores 
Dekcient, Shadow of what once ſhe was. 
The Sammons heard, the Stxarr hither came, 


Wich Hundreds, and with Thouſands on their Way 
P 


A ttended. 
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Attended, who with /teph'rows Scent the Place perfum d. 


| When ſtrait a SEN ATOEH with Conic Beard, 
In Length prodigious, Philoſophic, and 
With Hands by fowl! Diſeaſe ſcab'd o'er, all rough, 
To Sight ungraictul, ſtammering in his Speech, 
Midſt of the GRAND AvbiExce thus began. 
Iient cauſe open War, or Foreign Pow'r 
In feſts us, that we're here in Council met; 
Bur what's more dangerous, a Domeſtic Foe. 
Shall then, my Friends, my Countrymen, ſhall thei: 
-1 haughty, inſolent Mousk the Tyrant play 
For ever unopos d, to CAMBRIA's Shame, 
Ind conſtant Oeloguy ? Let Us, on whom 
Cur Country 's future Woe or Bliſs depends, 
1ith Force united, and with Arms eſſay 
To diſenthrone this proud Ulurper, and 
Compo e our preſent Exils; then, while the Name 
Of Great CaDbwALADpBER on Cambrian Hills 
In Lays harmonicus is ſung, or pip'd, 
Shall this Day's Work be trum peted by Fame. 
He ended trowning, and before their Eyes 
Producing various Fragments, the Remains 
Of an od Moulay Cheeſe the Movse had eat, 
Added new Fewe! to their Flames; and now 
lire of quick Revenge, and picaiing Piaiſe, 
Alove em alternately : Each does devile 
Unheard of Torments, of all Terms of Peace 
Thoughtleſs, ſhould Terms of Peace be fought. 
But Ore, Yelepged Tarry, ſoon up role, 
Great CaMpria's chiefeſt Pride, who ſeem'd alone 
For Dignity compos'd, and high Exploit; 
Both Vulcan, and a Senator, whoſe Tongue 
Dropping down Manna, charming to the Ear, 
With ſoft, perſualive Accent thus began. 


F ChHEF3E, moſt NoBLe PEERS, car Nation's Boaſt, 


Should be cy this inteſtine Foe deſir:y'q,” 

1 dread the Cenſquence ; the poorer Sort 
Twevitably muſt one Meal forego, 

And You one dainty Courſe ( Afﬀiidions great 
ich © ye Gobs avert ! ) Then here he paus'd : 


(For 


For 
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(For Grief had ſtopt the Organs of his Speech) 


But ſoon recovering, his Di courſe renew'd. 
Since therefore, nor the Dint of Cambrian Arms, 
Nor ſharp CGRIMALKIN's Paws avail, Pl tr 
What my Right Hand, my Art can do, texpel 
Mine, and, to me what's more, my Country's Foe. 
He ſcarce had finiſh'd, when — Mur mur fil'd 
The Crowd, as when the Woods, and Rocks retain 
The Sound of bluſt'ring Boreas : Such Applauſe 
Was heard as TarFy ended: All demand 
To know this New Invention, Inſtrument 
Of promis'd Joy to them, to Mice of Woe. 
TaFry ſome Time deliberating ſat, 
Scratching his Pericranium (Cuſtom old, 
Approv'd expedient, when in penſive Mood 
The CampBro-BriTor hits, and deep in Thought) 
smiling Majeſtick, full as Delphian Prieſt, 
To all the Peers on either Hand thus ſpake. 
Laſt Night, when tir d with Work and Thought, I lay 
Coucht on npy matted Bed, and gentle Sleep | 
ith /oft Oppreſſion ſeix d my drowzed Senſe 3 


A bold preſumptuots Moust, by frequent Scent 


of toaſted Cheeſe invited, ſtrait approacht 

My Mcwth wide-gaping, and with agile Leap 
Ruſh d down my Throat impetuous, and within, 
Plund ring my Magazine of all her Store, 
Alarm id, I ſuddenly awoke ; mean while 


The Mousk, conſciotes of Guilt, with equal Speed 
Retir'd, and paſsſiug by thoſe hoſtile Guards, 


Nom watchfal, was ſurpriz'd betwixt their Points, 


And left his Breath with guſhing Bleod effusd. 


| This then in ricted that our common Foe 


Might be impriſon'd, and his Power refirain'd ; 
Thoughtful of what kad happen d, I reſolv'd 
T' exert my Skill Vulcanian, and com poſe 

(As Fancy ſhou d ſuggeſt) a Murdrous Trap. 


O Wond'rous ! With what conſtant, ſieady Care 


| Does the Right Hand of the dread Ihund rer Jove - 


Manage all Secrets!) Thus the ſilly Move, 
Prime Cauſe of all our Miſery and Woe, 
a P 2 To 
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To his own Ruin, and Perdition ſrc, 

Firſt Remedy preſcrib'd with good Effect : 
Nor {corn Inſtruction, tho from one ſo mean, 
'Tis worthy Praiſe to learn ev'n from a Foe. 

He faid ; departing, all the fav'ring Crowd 
With deaf*ning Shouts return'd him loud Acclaim, 
Viſhing him all Succeſs, elate with Joy. 

Th' Aſſembly thus broke up, each to his Home 
Repairs lithſom, and to his Gops relates 
Tarry's Emprize ; and whilſt they invocate 
Their Aid on his Behalf, (if Fame lye not) 

With more than uſual Mirth Gr1MALKIN skipt, 
Winding her Tail in many a Wreath, carelcis, 
Unmindful of her Food, or by Preſage, 
Or Inſtinct, thoughtful of far happier Days. 

Tarry, mean time, with buſy Thought intent 
On this GzzaT Worx, by divine PALL As Aid, 
Erects a Movusz-TRray wond'rous to behold. 

Now fail me not, O Muſe! who thee implores 
Submiſſively for Aid, while I deſcribe 
This Artificial FaBrick, Godlike WORK. 

Its Zenith, and its Nadir was compos'd 
Of Wood form'd Quadrate; on each Side 
A Row of ſtrong retentive Wyre : The Dome 
Stood (as it were) on various Pillars propt. 

The treacherous Entrance lay wide ope, to Mice 
Seemingly hoſpitable, but o'er Head 

The Door hung tickliſh, menacing or Death, 

Or ſtrict Confirement. In the Midſt there ſtood 
A Ceiumn rais d up forky, on whole Top a 

A Beam, Lath-like lay croſs, whoſe utmoſt Points 
Stretch'd equal Diſtance both Ways: One depreſt, 
The other ; Th the Door contiguous uplift. 
Within, from the Houſe-Top, a Whre hangs down 
Dangling, tlie Sport of every Wind, or Touch, 
Whele l,wer Part, crooked like Fiſh-hook, held 
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The Bait ſweet- ſcenting, and whoſe topmoſt Point 8 
Toucht lightly the thin Beam; which, when the tin 
Movst | Thy 


Unwary, nibling, moves it, ſtrait lets go, 
| | Claps 


the 


Chaps down the Door, and holds her Captive bound. 
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Thus all compos'd, and order'd, Tarry ſoon 
Baits the deceitful Hook, and makes ev'n Food, 
Pre{ervative of Life, the Means of Death. 

But firſt, to make it more delicious, and to Mics 

More grateful, odoriferous, Toaſts it well. 
Darkneſs now riling, and from End to End 

Night's Hemiſphere veiling th' Horizon round, i 

And timely Dew of Sleep with ſlumb' rous Weight 4 

Cloſing his Eye-Lids; at his Head he fixt 

His Guardian Mousk-TRAP ; ſo ſecure, repos'd. 

Mean Time the jovial Mie (a turbulent Rout) 
Dance up and down preſumptuous, truſting 
To the dark Covert of th opacous Night. | 
When on a ſudden. their great CHIEFTAIN ſnuffs, — 
Scenting the Cheeſe, and under Planet born | 
Maleyolent, makes towards the hoſtile Trap. | 
At firſt the Lattice barr'd his Way; enrag d, 

Not able to endure ſo baſe Repulſe, 

Wrinkling his Noſe, from Place to Place he hies, 

And by ſagacicus Beard explores the Door: 

And now th' irremiable Threſhold paſt, poſſeſs'd 

Of what he wiſh'd, devours the fatal Bait. 
Tzrry, the joyous. Sound oer-hearing, Which the 

| Door - 

High pendant, clapping down, had made, aroſe 

Triumphant, and with winged Speed prepar'd 

To welcome to his Trae his a ar. Grue/t. 

And now th' impriſon'd Mus with Fury burns 

And deep Deſpair ; between the diſtant Bars, 

With Force impetuous runs his frantick Head, 

And with contracted. Brow attacks the Wyre, 

Implacable, and impotent to bear 

His mighty Grief : So when the griſly Boar 


Once ices him beſet, in Toils enclas'd, 

He whets his Tusks, he locks aghaſt, he trets, 

Erects his Hide, and foaming churns the Ground. 

Scon as to 1e-falute the World with Light 

Leucothoe wak'd, and with freſh Dews embalm'd 

The Earth, the CAMBRO-BRNMTONS quit their Mounts, 7 4 
| Al. 1 
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All conſcious of the News, with winged Speed. N 
For now the Ass his Gravity forgetting, B 
Wanton, laſcivious as the Goat, aſcends A 
The Mountains, on whoſe Top he brays, I 
WV ide-gaping, imitating Cambrian Herald, H 
And Thrice proclaims aloud Great Tarr y *s Name, * 
And to his Friends, high pleas'd, tlie General Joy. 1 
Sounds ominous, the OG w L at Midnight flying, N 
Thro' every Town, with Beak uncomly bent, N 
Screams out to Mic E the Trump of doleful Doom. A 
The Hills brought forth, the Campro-Britoxs flock M 6 
In Numbers numberleſs from every Place, D 
From Pemtrook, Merioneth, and Merlins Walls, 
Glamorgan's fruitful Soil, and from the Banks | T| 
Of Vaga's lucid Stream, and from the Mount W 
Of Gomer. When in a circuhr Form 1 Ar 
The Crowd promiſcuous ſtood, Tarry produc'd 8 
His Caf tive, and inſulting, thus began. Pl, 
. In vain thou ſtruggleſt, thou by Fate art doom d Ar 
f My Victim; Oz my Altar ſhalt thou burn: | In 
|| Try Blood, ſhall here be ſpilt, Memorial 
. Of cur Nation's Foy. All Hopes are vain, T! 
| All Flight ti“ mexorable Door denies. Ev 
F Thou ſhalt have Torments equal to thy Crimes, Or 
3 {If poſſible) — Not Syliphus's Tot, Of 
| Not all Ixion's Pangs, when on the Wheel, An 
[: Dire Con/equence of TG nor the Smart W 
| Prometheus felt an Caucaſus, or huge 


a Gigantic Tytius, when with Thunder ſtruck, 
Shall ſtand in Competition with thy Woe. 
He ſcarce had finiſht, when from Sunny Top 
Of that fame Dome GRIMALKIN leapt, where oft 
She lay in lazy Mood, ſtretcht out at length. 
' The Caprive, ſpying his Foe advancing ſtern, 
of His Ears erecte, his crooked Back humps up, 
Nor dares to make Excurſion ; moſt ſecure 
F In his once hated Priſon- Walls, he hugs 
His pleaſing Chain, till by main Strength of Arm 
Oblig'd to quit his Hold, GRIMALKIx's Paws | 
Salute him roughly, ſtruggling to eſcape, * 
| 0 
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No Truce on any Terms is granted, ſhe her Joy, 

By waving of her flex ile Tail declares, 

And wanton Leap : Now on the Ground ſupine, 

Sedulous, ſhe eyes the Movust ; now gently pats 

Her Neck with her clentcht Claws, pretending Love, 

While in her Heart ſhe meditates Revenge; 

Thus Triumths barbarous, and the Tyrant plays. 

Now ſhe with Sporting tir'd, her inward Rage 

No more diſſembling. whets her fatal Teeth, 

And like a Lion falls upon her Prey, 

Grumbling, with Hunger pincht, and Limbfrom Limb 

Divides, obdurate, Miercileſs, the trembiing Mousk. 
Whilſt now the joyous Populace behold 

The wiſht-for End of their Iuteſtine Foe, 


With loud Acclaim they rend the vaulted Skies; 4 
And Eccho Speechleſs, but when others ſpeak, : 4 
Catching their Voice, well pleas'd, returns the Sound. F 

1 


Plinlimmon's Hills, and Snowdor's lofty Mounts, 
And Brechin's and the Ditch of Offz join 
In Chorus, to compleat the General Foy. 

Thou TAF F x ſhalt for ever live, thy Name, 
Thy Genius all-excelling, on Record ſhall ſtand : 


Ev'n now, each CamBro-BriTow, ſolemnly 


One Day in the revolving Year obſerves, 
Of thee Memorial, and thy great Exploits ; 
And, in their Countrys Honour, crown their Brows 


With odoriferous, never-fading L E A K. 
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LETTER I 


The Author to Mrs. BELLAMY. 
On EDUCATION. 


INCE the Education of Yowng 
Laaies is a Concern of the laſt Im- 
portance, and a Charge on which 
cheir future Happineſs or Misfor- 
une very much depends; and fince 
for ſome Years paſt, a conſiderate 
Number of the Fair Sex have been 
en eu i your Care and Conduct; 1 think my ſelf 
under an indiipe nſa le Obligation to contribute, to the 
utmoſt of my Power, towards your Eaſe and Swcceſs 


in ſo laborious, and laudable an Employment. 


ANV 


168 Familiar LETTERS, Cc. 


go * 


And One of the beſt Means, that T can think of, 
to attain that End, is to reduce into Writing your own 


Sentiments on the Art you profeſs, and give your Dung 


Ladies an Opportunity to read, and reflect on the Pre- 
cepts (which as Occaſion offers) you recommend to 
their Practice by Word of Mouth. | 


TI sHALL make it the principal Buſineſs therefore 
of this Letter, to lay before them ſome {hore Hints on 
Education in General, by way of Introduction to the 
few Rules J intend hereafter to preſcribe, for the Re. 
gulation of their future Deportment. | | 


You are very ſenſible, Madam, that Children are 
like precious Diamonds, which (tho' they bring innate 
Perfections along with them into the World) at firſt lie 
buried under a rough and unpoliſſi Form; and the 
more valuable 1 the more Art and Fudgment 
is requiſite, to make it ſhine in its full Luſtre, 


A Natural Vivacity, and {prightly Genius therefore 
will avail but little, without ſome pradent Guide to di- 
rect and improve them. The moſt beautiful Garden 
will ſoon grow wild and irregular, ſoon lofe its origi- 
nal Uniformity and Perfection, without fome 5kilfil 
Hand to dreſs and prune it. 


OuR Minds, as well as our Bodięs, are. eaſily- di- 
ſtorted, and turn'd out of their praper Biaſs. The 


Faculties of the Soul, tho naturally good, very often | 


degenerate, and Vice, as well as Virtue, may by Appli- 
cation be acquir'd. 


Tut Young Lady, that is ſo unhappy as to receive 

her fir? Inſtructions from an unskilful Teacher,, is far- 
ther from Improvement, than if ſhe had never began; 
becaule all the falſe Steps ſhe has taken muſt be firſt 
corrected, before ſhe can be on a Level with her, who 


never learn'd at all. As the Traveller, when he - 
oit 
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loft his Road, is farther from his Journey's End, than 
it he had never ſet out, and very often is oblig'd to re- 
turn to the Place from whence he came, to get with- 
in his Knowledge. 


l. Habits are very ſoon contracted, and the moſk 
dicult Things in Nature {when acquir'd) to be re- 
mov'd. Miſtakes in Euucation, like Errors of the fir 
Concoction, carry too often an incorrigible Taint along 


with them, and are apt to have too ſtrong an Influ- 


ence over us, thro' the whole Courſe of our Lives. 


A vous and tender Plant, tho' ftraight at firſt, 
will ealily bend, and grow irregular beyond Recovery, 
ir too long neglected; whilit another as young, 


tho' naturally crooked, may, by due Care, and flow 


Degrees, be brought to its proper Shape. 


Mucn indeed may he ſaid in reſpect to the dife 
erent Air, and Climate of the Country, in which 
Children are brought up, and tis certain the natural 
Influence they joiaily have over their Genius, as well as 


Conſtitution, is too powerful to be conquer'd by the 


Art of the molt accurate Teacher, But as our Eng- 
lin Youth are ſo hap. ily ſcituated, neither 700 357r, nor 
too diſtant from the Sun, I ſhall not trouble you here 
with the ill Conſequences that attend the two Ex- 
treamns, | | 


Tis without Doubt one of the greatet Bleſſings 
of human Liie, to be born in thoſe Parts of the 
World where Wiſdom and Learning flouriſh. Hovre- 
ver, it muſt be confeſs'd, there are too many illiterate 
Perſons among our own Natives, who are but one De- 
gree above the Brutes, and exatly anſwer Mr. Drys 


> 


dens beautiful Character of a Country Clown. 


He truds'd along unfnowi ig whit he ſoisght, 
Aud whiſiled as he went for want of Thought. 
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We rife above one another in the Eſteem of the 
World by ditterent Degrees of Perfection, proportion'd 
to the Hant, or Advantage of a liberal Education. 


muſt touch us up to an Elegancy, and there are but 
few Pieces among us, that are 1 ni ul. We 
have not all Capacities alike, an | 

731745 are as various as our Features. 


THE O economy therefore of a wiſe and prudent 


Aſiſereſs, is in nothing more conſpicuous, than in her 
Demonſtrations of Indrlgence and Reſentment, propor- 


tion'd to the natural Dulneſ, or Vivacity of thoſe un- 


ger her Direction. 


B y this prudent Penetration, the Sprizhtly and Active 
are kept within due Bounds, and the Slow and leſs Com. 
prehenſive no ways fright'ned or diſcourag d. With. | 
out it, they, whoſe Capaciries are ſuſceptitle of any 
Impreſſions, are apt by a partial Encouragment to ſpend | 


their Fire too ſoon, and, like early Fruit, in great 


Danger of being blaſled before they are ripe ; whilſt | 
the Heavy and Inactive, by a rigorous and ſevere Cor- | 


rection, take an Antifathy to Learning, and are only 
Hardned, and confirm'd in their Stupidity. 


Tris, Madam, is an Art in Education, which, I 


think I may ſay without a Complement, you per- 


fectly underſtand; and the great Improvement you 
have made in your School, by the conſtant Practice of 
it, is an undeniable Argument of the Value and Impor— 


tance of ſuch a diſcerning Spirit. 


' Thar your Labours, for the Service of the Far 
Sex, may be always attended with Succeſs, and that 
the Young Ladies, now under your Direction, may 
hereafter be oblig'd to acknowledge, that, next to the 


Indulgence of their Parents, they owe their Happiacls 
_ to 


3 


Nature has drawn our Out-Lines, but 'tis Art that 


our Temper and Ge- 
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to the Care and Conduct of their Mifre/s; and that for 

the Credit of the One, and the Satisfaction of the 
he Other, they may become ſhining Examples of Virtus 
and good Manners, is the ſincere With of, 


S 

WV 

* 
. 


ut M 4D A Df, 
Your Moſt Afectionate Hus band, 


or- I | D. BELLAM 1. 


7 en 
n 


W W 


The Author to the Young Ladies, 
under the particular Care and 
Direction of Mrs Bellamy, and 
Mrs. 1/00. 


On RELIGION. 


Younc LADIES, 


wi HO' a modeſt Aſpect, a fine 
2 ; 4 Shape, and a decent Deportment 

are no common Charms, and will 

always be the Objects of Admi- 

BAG ration ; yet thoſe perſonal Per- 

e tections are very deceitful, very 

A uncertain, and of ſhort Dura- 

EB RAN tion. | 


Tu RE is nothing ſo glorious in the Eyes of Man- 
kind, nothing fo. valuable and ornamental to human 


Nature, 
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Nature, as an unaffected Piety, and an ea;ly Concerg 
for the Cauſe of Religion. 


Morar Virtues themſelves are but cold, lifeleſs, 
and in{ipid without it. *Tis that which opens the 
Mind to great Conceptions, fills it with the moſt ſub- 
lime Ideas, and warms the Soul more than fenſull 
Plca ſures. 


Driving Worſhip is that which diſtinguiſhes us 
from the Brutal Part of the Creation, more than, that 
Ray of the Divinity, our Reaſon it ſelf. For they 
frequently diſcover ſome Affinity to the one, but in 
no one Action whatſoever betray the leaſt Reſemblance 
to the other. | 


Tax natural Bent and Inclination of the Mind to 
Acts of Devotion, its immediate Flight to ſome ſupe- 
rior Being for Help in Time of Need, its grateful 
Acknowledgments to its inviſible Guardian for Pre- 
tection in Times of Danger, and the univerſa! Con- 
ſent of alt Nations, that true Felicity and Adoration 
are inſe- ly connected, plainly demonſtrate that 
Relig, is agreeable to the Light of Nature as well 
as Real? nnd lows from an Inſtinct implanted in 


the Soul it ſclt. 


In ſtort, Religion (conſiderd in no other Light, 
than as it interpoles in the Affairs of this Life, as it 


conſults the Harmony and Order of the Univerſe, as 


it inſp ires the nobleſt Sentiments, and animates Man- 
kind to Actions truly great, and Praiſe-worthy in 
them#lves) deſerves the higheit Regard, and is worthy 
of the moſt profound Veneration. 


REJECT therefore, with the utmoſt Abhorrence 
and Deteſtation, whatever you hear ſpoken to depre- 
ciate it, and look on ſuch as the Bane of Society, and 
the profeſt Enemies of Mankind, who endeavour to 
laugh you out of it, and repreſent it only as the wo 

ca 
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fical Chimæra of a few defigning Prieſts and Politi- 
cians, to keep the World in Awe. 


NEVER be aſham'd of acting up to your Reaſon, 
nor bluſh to be ſurpris'd in the Practice of thoſe Du- 
ties, for the Perfoi mance of which you were princi- 
pally ſent into the World. Such a baſhful Modeſty 
would be an Argument of the loweſt Poverty of 
Spirit, the moſt abject State of Mind, be vicious to 
the laſt Degree, and a Diſgrace to human Nature. 


Make then the Study of the Sacred Scriptures your 
daily Practice, and principal Concern; andembrace the 
Doct;ines contain'd in them, as the Oracles of Hea- 
en, and the Dictates of that Spirit which cannot 
Lie. 


As to thoſe Truths, which are wrap'd up in Clouds, 
and too dark and myſterious for human Comprehen- 
ſion, be not over curious in your Enquiries after them; 
but let their Revclation be your ſufficient Conviction, 
and teſtify your Aſſent by an humble and implicit Ac- 
quieſcence. Your Want of Knowledge in abſtruſe 
Speculations will never be a Bar to your future Feli- 
uty, and an habitual good Intention is what the Fa- 
ther of Mercies principally regards. 


Tnr Commands of Heav'n (in the Obſervance of 
which Religion principally conſiſts) are very plain, 
and obvious to the meaneſt Underſtanding, and are 
nothing elſe but Exhortations to Love, and Directions 
tor ſocial Happineſs, 


Ir therefore you maintain a perfect Friendſhip and 
Harmony with your Neighbour ; look down with 
an Eye of Pity and Compaſſion on the Sorrows and 
Misfortunes of your Fellow-Creature ; if you exerciſe 
your Patience and Forbearance towards thoſe who in- 
Jure and cppreſs you ; if you treat with Indulgence 
and Humanity all thoſe, who differ in Ops 3 
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diſſent from you ; if you honour your Parents ; pay ajuſt 


Deference and Submiſſion to your Teachers and Supe- 
riors; and a ſtrict Obedience to the Laws of your 
Country ; if, in ſhort, your Charity and Benevo- 
lence extends to all Mankind, and even to the Brute 


Creation ; your Lite will be one continued Scene of 


Calmneſs and Serenity, and your Death a ſure Remo- 


val into everlaſting Glory: Your Names will be tranſ- | 
mitted down with Honour to lateſt Poſterity, and the | 


following exalted Character, of an eminently virtuous 
and devout Lady, long ſince deceas'd, will hereafter be 
your juſt Encomium. 


She pradis'd here ſo much, that when ſhe ſprung 
Amidſt the Choirs, at the firſt Sight ſhe ſung. 

Sung, and was ſung herſelf in Angel's Lays, 

For praiſing her, they did her Maker praiſe. 

All Offices of Heav'n /o well ſhe hne w 

Before ſhe came, that nothing there was new. 

And ſhe was ſo familiarly receib d, 

As One returning, not as One arriv'd. 


Ap that you may all maintain the ſame familiar 
Intercourſe with the great Author of your Beings, 
and live under fo . habitual and lively a Senſe of an 
Hereafter, as to be able to look on your very Diſlolu- 
tions with Joy and Pleafure, is the unfeigned Prayer 
of, 1 
LADIES, 
Your Moſt Oblig d, 


Aud Moſt Humble Servam, 
D. BELL AM r. 


LE T- 
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The AUTHOR to the fame Young 
es. 


On FEMALE ACCOMPLISHMENTS. 


Voung LADIES, | | | 
—_ 0 your Sex are the favourite 
Arn Works of Nature. and (as Mr. 

SHS Dryden exprefles it) the Porce- 

lain Clay of Human- kind; yet 
your exte:nal Chems will prove 
but faint and ſpi;iticſs, without 
2 the nobler Ornaments of the 
. <1 Mind to aſſiſt and improve em. 


Ax exact Symmetry and Proportion, ſoft Features, 
and 2 fine Complexion, like Colours artfully ſpread 
upon Canvas, entertain the Eye, but never touch the 
Heart, And ſhe, who has no other Excellencies to 
r. boaſt of, may amuſe as a Picture, but muſt never ex- 
pect to triumph as a Beauty. | | 


2 "ie How 
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Ho much nobler is the Contemplation of that young 
Lady, whoſe natural Graces are heighten'd by Inno- 
cence, Virtue, and Good Manners! How irreſiſtible are 
ſuch Charms, and how inſenſibly do they ſteal on our 
Affections, whilſt they become the Objects of our 
Obſervation ! 


Bur as all the Tdeas Imagination can poſſibly en- 


tertain of the moſt accompliſh'd Lady is compriz'd in | 


the exalted Character of the fair Antiope (drawn ori- 
ginally in French, by that inimitable Author, the late 
Archbiſhop of S ) T ſhall cloſe this ſhort Epiſtle 
with that moſt beautiful and ſublime Deſcription. And 
as I find it tranſlated to my Hands in the moſt adyan- 
tageous Manner, I ſhould think my 1elf very vain in 
attempting to cloath it in any other Preſs. 


I Sar take the Liberty therefore to lay this Fro 
N15H'D Piece before you, in the Words of Mr. Ozel}, 
and recommend it to your Peruſal, as the nobleſt Pat» 
dern for your Imitation. 


THE 


» 
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Vixrvous and Fair 
| ANTIOPE 
A Lady of the Firſt Quality: 


As it is artfully introduc'd at the Cloſe of 
the Twenty Second Book of the Adven- 
tures of TELEMACRHUs, 1 4 private 


Conference between that Young Prince, and 


his Guardian Goddeſs M1NERv a, ia the 
Shape of MENTOR, 


3 E 


KF HOULD I conceal from you, 

O my Dear Mentor, the Love I bear 
Antiope, the Daughter of Idomeneus, 
TJ my Heart would continually upbraid 
me. What I feel on her Account is 
not an amorous Fren».y ; it is Jadg- 


ment, it is it is _ it is Perſuaſion. Oh! how happy 
ſhould 
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ſhould I be in paſſing my Life with her! If ever the 
Gods reſtore my Father to me, and permit me to 
What in 
her charms me is her Silence, her Modeſty, her Reſer- 
vedneſs, her aſſiduous Induſtry in embroidering and 
working of Wool, her Application in managing her 
Father's Houſe ſince her Mother's Death, her Con- 
tempt of gaudy Apparel, her over-looking her own | 


chuſe a Wife, Antiope ſhall be the Perſon. 


Beauty. When Idomenexs commands her to lead up 


the Dances of the young Cretan Maidens to the war. 


bling Flutes, one would take her for a ſmiling Vers, 
ſhe is attended with ſo many Graces: When he carries 
her to hunt with him in the Foreſt, ſhe looks as maie- 
ſtick, and is as dextrous at handling the Bow, as Diana 
amidſt her Nymphs ; her ſelf alone does not know it, 
while all the World admires it. When ſhe enters into 
the Temples of the Gods, and bears the ſacred Oger 
ings on her Head in Baskets, one would think ſhe 
were the very Deity that inhabits the Temple. With 
what Awe, with what Devotion have we ſeen 
her offer Sacrifices, and avert the Anger of the Gods 
when ſome Crime was to be expiated, or ſome 
dreadful Omen was to be deprecated! In ſhort, when 
one ſees her with 2 Company of her Women, holding 
in her Hand a Golden Needle, one would think AM. 
nerva's ſelf were deſcended to Earth in a human Form, 
to inſpire Men with curious Arts. She chears up o- 
thers to work ; ſhe renders Labour pleaſant to them 
by the Sweetneſs of her Voice; when ſhe ſings the 
miraculous Stories of the Gods. She ſurpaſſes the 
moſt exquiſite Painting by her delicate Eb 
Happy the Man whom chearful Hymen ſhall unite to 
her ! He will have nothing to fear, but to loſe her, 
and ſurvive her. If another ſhould enjoy her, I ſhould 
paſs the reſt of my Days in Sorrow and Bitterneſs; 
yet I am unwilling to diſcover my Pa Noi either to 
her, or to her Father; for I think I ought 10s t make 
a Declaration of it to any but you, till Ulyſes rcinitated 
on his Throne gives me his Conſent. 


MENTOR 


) Re 
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MzexrtoR 


On, Telemachus ! I approve your Choice, Anti- 


l - is gentle, plain - hearted, prudent; her Hands 


eſpiſe not Labour; ſhe foreſees Things at a great 
Diſtance ; ſhe provides againſt Contingencies; ſhe 
knows how to be lilent ; ſhe acts regularly without 2 
Hurry ; ſhe is everlaſtingly _— but never em- 
barraſs' d, becauſe ſhe does every Thing in its due Sca- 
ſon; the good Order of her Father's Houſe is her 
Glory ; it adds a preater Luſtre to her than her very 
Beauty. Tho? the Care of all lies upon her, and ſhe 
is charg'd with the Burden of Reproving, Refuſing, 
Sparing, (Things that make all other Women bated) 
ſhe has acquir'd the Love of all the Houſhold; and this, 
becauſe they find not in her either Paſſion, Conceit- 
edneſs, Levity, or Humour, as in other Women. 
With the ſingle Glance of her Eye they know her 
Meaning, and are afraid to diſpleaſe her. The Orders 
ſhe gives are plain; ſhe commands nothing but what 
may be perform'd ; ſhe feproves with Kindneſs, and, 
eren amidſt her Reprehenlions, ſhe finds room to give 
Encouragement to do better: Her Father's Heart repo- 
ſes it ſeit upon her, as a Traveller, fainting under the 
Sun's ſultry Rays, repoles himſelf upon the tender 
Graſs, beneath a ſhady Tree. Antiope, O Telemachms, 
is a Treaſure worthy. to be ſought for, even in the 
moſt remote ay, : Her Mind is never trimm'd, 
any more than her Body, with vain gawdy Orna- 
ments ; her Fancy, tho' tull of Life, is reſtrain'd by 


her Diſcretion ; ſhe never ſpeaks but when there is an 


abſolute Occaſion ; and when ſhe opens her Mouth, 
ſoft Perſuaſion and genuine Graces flow from her 


Lips. The Moment ſhe begins, every Body elſe is f- 


lent, which throws a baſhfu! Confuſion into her Face; 


ſhe could find in her Heart to fuppreis what ſne was 


about to ſay, when ſhe perceives ſhe is lo attentively 
R . 
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liſten'd to. You may remember, O Telemachus, when | 


her Father one Day made her come in, how ſhe a- 
pear'd with her Eyes caſt down, cover'd with a large 
Veil, and ſpoke no more, than juſt enough to mode- 


rate the Anger of Idomeneus, who was going to in- 


Ji t 
J"ii 


flict a rigorous Puniſhment upon one of his Slaves. 
At firſt ſhe took part with him in his Trouble, then 
ſhe calm'd him, at laſt ſhe intimated to him What 
might be alledg'd in excuſe of the poor Wretch, and 
without letting the King know that he was trani- | 


ported beyond due Bounds, ſſ e inſpir'd into him Sen- 


timents of Juſtice and Compailion. Yetis, when ſhe | 


ſooths old Nereus, does not appeaſe with more Sweet- 
neſs the raging Billows. Thus Antiope, without aſ— 
ſuming any Authority, and without taking Advantage 
of her Charms, will one Day manage the Heart of 2 
Husband, as ſhe now touches her Lute, when ſhe 
would draw from it the moſt melting Sounds. Once 
again, I tell you Telemachus, your Love for her is wel 
grounded; the Gops deſign her for you; you love 
Kor with a rational Affection, but you muſt wait til 
Ulyſſes grants her to you. I commend you for not har- 
ing diſcover'd your Sentiments to her; but know, 
that if you had taken any By-Methods, to let her 
know your Deſigns, ſhe wouid have rejected them, 
and ceaſed to have a Value for you; ſhe will neyer 
promiſe herſelf to any one, but will leave herſelf to be 
diſpos'd of by her Father: She will never take for her 
Spouſe a Man, that does not fear the Gops, and who 
does not acquit himſelf of all the Duties that are in- 
cumbent upon him, Come, let us go, Telemachns, 
let us go to Ithaca; there remains now nothing more for 
me to do, but to bring you to your Father, and to put 
you into a Condition to obtain a Bride worthy of the 
_ Golden Age. Were ſhe a Shepherdeſs on the froſty 
Mount Algidus, as ſhe is a Daughter of the King of 
Salentum, you would be the happieſt of Men in the 


Enjoyment of her, 


THAT 


FAMILIAR LETTERS, Cc. 183 


0 THAT you may All, inſpir'd by a generous Emula- 
large Ftion, endeavour to co y after this dig t Original, and 
ode- Fin time merit the ſame Encomium, is the ſincere 
o m- Fiſh of, | 


wal 40 1k b 


1 ſhe | Your Moſi Oblig'd, 
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LETTER IV. 


F 


The AUTH OR to the ſame Toung 
LADIES. 


On INNOCENT RECREATIONS. 


YouUunNG LADIES; 


Ho Indolence and Sloth are the 
SIR greateſt Diſhonoar to human Na- 
ture, the Dream of Life, and the 
fatal Inlet to all Misfortunes, and 


tho Diligence and Application are 

their direct Oppoſites, and the on- 
iy 1 . = 

| ly Means to great Attainments; yet 

the Mind cannot bear to be always 

upon the Stretch, and 'tis as abſolutely neceſſary to 

and out proper Employments for it in its Relaxations, 


186 FAMILIIAIN LETT ERS, Oc. 
as (:onvenient Food for the Refreſhment of the 


_». Trx. Fair Sex ought to be indulg'd in little Amuſe- 
ments, which are very - commendable when us'd in 
Moderation, and choſen with Prudence and Diſcre- 
. : | 
THEtre are ſome Diverſions indeed, which, tho 
not hurtful in themſelves, may be fatal in their Con- 
ſequences, and ought as much as poſſible to be avoided. 
And GAMING in my Opinion may juſtly come un- 
der this Denomination, as it has little to recommend 
it but that it is taſhionable, and that Perſons of the 
higheſt Diſtinction too cloſely purſue it. 

AciRCLE of Young Ladies can never ſurely ap- 
tear in a more diſadvantageous Light, than round a 
Card-Table, where, for whole Evenings together, a few 
Game-Phrafes make up all their Convertation, and a 
few colour d Spots, rang d in different Figures, are all 
their Ideas. | 


H ow much more agreeable. more uſeful an Amuſe- 
ment to the Fair Sex, would be the Converſation of 
2 diſcreet and virtuous Friend! Time ſo ſpent would 
unbend their Minds in the moit delighttul Manner, 
ſtrengthen their Virtues, allay their Paſſions, and find 
Employment for moſt of their vacant Hours. 


War ill Conſequences might poſſibly ariſe from 
a frequent Indulgence of Youth in Theatrical Diver- 
ſions, conſidering the too great Liberties which we 
ſometimes taken there, 1s hard to determine: But was 
the Stage under proper Regulations, I ſhould think 
there could be no Entertainments more rational, and 
more improving. pe 


THERE are indeed many other Amuſements, 


Which are very allowable, and which we ought on 
er 


— > 
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ther to multiply, than ſuffer the Mind to lie idle, and 
be expog'd- to every Paſſion that may otherwiſe ariſe 
to diſturb it. rr Ky 


| W ALKING. and Dancing are Exerciſes that add 
Strength and Activity to the Limbs, and Health and 
Sprightlineſs to the whole Body; Muſick and Painting 


poliſh tke Mind, and refine the Taſte. 


Bor of all the Diverſions of Life, there is no one 
more entertaining, no one that fills up its empty Spa- 
ces more agreeably, than REA DIN G. 


As therefore there are many Books extant, too fa- 
yourably receiv d, that are very dangerous Amuſements, 
very immoral and immodeſt, I hope *twill be an accep- 
table Service to my Fair Readers, to recommend to their 
Choice a ſmall Collection very chaſte, and very uſeful. 
And as ſuch an Attempt is a Concerniof no ſmall Im- 
portance, and requires a diſcerning Judgment, I ſhall 
not wholly depend upon my own, but ſhall take the 
Liberty to tranſcribe ſome of Dr. Hicks's Thoughts 
on this Head, which he has addreſs'd to the Ladies in 
the Poſtſcript to his Inſtructions for the Education of a 
Daughter. 


I SHALL make bold indeed to make ſome little Va- 
riations, and introduce a few Authors, which, in my 
Opinion, are equally pleaſant and improving. 


The Young Ladies LIBRA NV. 


Ir muſt be acknowledg'd, (ſays my Author) that 
there is not leſs Difficulty in chuling good Books to 
buſy one's {cif withal in Solitude, than good Friends to 
entertain one in Converſation. Thol: which | would 


recommend to a young Lady, next to the Hol Scri- 


ptures, are. The whole Duty of Man; I. Lad Cal- 
ling ; and The Government of tue Tongue 3 Nir, Nel- 


5 
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| ſon's Companion for the Feaſts and Faſts of the Church | 
1 of England; and the Meditations and Soliloquies of 
St. Auguſtine. That when ſhe approaches the ſolemn 
Aſſemblies, ſhe may do it with that Underſtanding and 
Devotion which ſhe: ought, let her read Comber and 
Bennet upon the Liturgy. That ſhe may read the 
Scriptures in her Cloſet with a greater Reliſh, let her 
peruſe Mr. Boyle's Confiderations on their Style. For 
Sermons, there is abundant Choice; tho' none more 
beautiful or plain, than Dr. Tillotſon's. Let her not affect 
to read ſuch as are too learned, or above her Capacity; 
and eſſ ply let her avoid all fuch as favour of a Party, 
and that may tend to four her with Diſputes, either 
Civil or Religious. For divine Poetry, I would re- 
commend to her Milton's Paradiſe Loft, with Mr. Ad- 
diſons moſt judicious and entertaining Remarks; 
Dr. Blackmore's Paraphraſe on Job; and the Davidies 
of Mr. Cowley. For the more gay Part of Poetry, 
Mr. Waller, Mr. Cowley's Miſtreſs, ſome Pieces of 
Mr. Prior's, and particularly his Henry and Emma; Mr. 
Norris's Miſcellany, and Mr. Watts's Hore Lyrice. For fe 
Precepts of Morality, I would lay before her, Sir Roger 9 
L'eſtrange's Seneca, and his Fables; Mr. Collier's Eſſays, 8 
and his Antoninus, and ſome ſelect Pieces of the . 
and Spectators. If ſhe be curious, her Time will not be 
loſt in turning over the beſt Hiſtories ; amongſt which, 
I know none more entertaining, than my Lord Cla- 
rendon, on the Rebellion; and Dr. Welwood's Memoirs, 
For Novels, the Adventures of Telemachus, tranſlated 
by Mr. Ozell; and Don Alon, by Mr. Aotteux, Mr. 
Congreve, and others, are the only Pieces that I would 
offer to her. The Former, tho' written in Proſe, is 
perhaps the moſt compleat Poem, that ſeveral Ages — 
bave produc'd, for the Subject and Diſpoſition of it. 
The Latter, is the moſt ſevere, as well as the moſt 
pleaſant Satyr on the Romantic Diſpoſition of the 
Spaniards to Acts of Chivalry, and Atchievements very 
dangerous, and very ridiculous ; for which the merry 
Author was oblig'd to fly his Country. For Plays, 
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ruſal; yet ſuch as Cato, Love and Empire, Tamerlane, 
the Mourning Bride, the Diſtreſs' d Mother, Phædra and 
Hippolitus, and the Conſcious Lovers, with many more, 
can never be read without Pleaſure and Improvement. 
I have mention'd but a few Books, amongſt many 
excellent in their Kind, becauſe I would not have the 
LADIES diſtracted by too great a Variety of Read- 
ing. For a great Number of Books, neſs for ſome 
few of extraordinary Capacities, is not only uſeleſs, 
but kurtful. Let them uſe theſe, as the Food of the 
Mind. They who are continually eating, do but heap 
together ill Humours : They who read too many 
Books, are commonly incommoded +vith a Confuſion 
of Thoughts and Words. The Exceſs of the former 
debilitates the natural Heat; the Exceſs of the latter 
diminiſhes at length the Light and Vigour of the 
Spirit, 


Convense therefore, LADIES, but with a few, 
but let thoſe fei be excellent, and bridle all Curioſity 
for ſuch, wherein you cannot become lcarued, ach. 


gut being in Danger of becoming vicious, 
Jam. 
LADIE 4. 
Tour Moſt Oblig d. 


5 20 And Moſt Humble Servant; 
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The AUTHOR to the ſame Toung 


LADIES. 


On MARRIAGE. 


YoUuNG . 4511 


INCE the Change of a ſingle 
State into that of MARRIAGE is 
very hazardous, and ſince from 
your firſt Entrance into it, your 
Lives muſt be one continued Scene 
of Joy or Sorrow, and nothing but 

Death can diffolve the happy or 


Dire&ions with a ſhort Ta -atiſe on that important 
Subject, written originally in Latin by the learned 


and tacetious Eraſius, which I have taken the Pains . 


tO 


unbar ppy Union, I ſhall cloſe my 
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to tranſlate for you, as 'tis gay and innocent, and con- | 
tains in it ſome of the beſt Precepts for the Advance. | 
ment of mutual Love, and conjugal Endearments, | q 
If you can but prevail on your ſelves to follow the F ; 
Rules ,which are there preſcribed, when Providence I} 
ſhall allot you your future Partners, they'll, with the 
fond Husband in a Play of old Haywood's, look on you 
with Eyes full of Love and Admiration, and join with 

him in the following ſoft Reflection on his happy 


-Condition. 


j Oh, Marriage! Happieſt, enſreft, ſafeſi State; 
f Let Debauchees and Drunkards ſcorn thy Rites, 
Who, in their nauſeous Draughts and Luſis, profane 
Both thee and Heav n, by whom thou wert ordam'd. 
How can the Savage call it Loſs of Freedom, 
Thus to converſe with, thus to gaze at 
of faithful, beauteous Friend? 
Bluſh not, my Fair One, that thy Love applauds thee. 
Nor be it painful to my wedded Wife, 
That my full Heart o'erflows in Praiſe of thee. 
Thon art by Law, by Intereſt, Paſſion, mine: 
Paſſion and Reaſon join in Love of thee. 
Thus through a World of Calumny and Fraud, 
Ve paſs both unreproach'd, both undeceiv'd: 
While in each others Intereſt and Happineſs, 
We without Art all Faculties employ, 
And all our Senſes without Guilt enjoy. 
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MARRIAGE. 
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A 


IB b 
BETWEEN 


CHARLOTTE and OLIVIA. 


s T0 OO D Morrow, my Dear Olivia. 
NF Rye | Oliv. The ke to you, Dear 
2 G . Charlotte. Bleſs me! how you're 
13 7 al er'd ! I roteſt ou're a perfect - 
e Be: wry! P , F 

| Charl. Fi le, Fie, Olivia, you ſhoud not rail Your 
| Friends, 


Chayl. 


81 | Oliv. 
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Oliv. J ſpeak my real Sentiments I aſſure you. 


Char. Perhaps my new Gown becomes me. Yow | 


like the Fancy then? *Tis the neweſt Faſhion. 

Oliv. *Tis extreamly neat and pretty, and the Co- 
jour charms me. If I may be ſo free, Charlotte, who 
made you this noble Preſent? 


Char. From whom ſtould a virtuous Wife receive 


her Preſents but her Husband ? 

Oliv. You are happy, Charlotte! Fortune has not 
fo ſmil'd on me. Had I beftowd my ſelf on any 
thing but Sir ohn, — | . 

Char. You don't repent, I hope, already ? | 

Oliv. How ſhould I do otherviiſe. Charlotte, do 
but ſurvey me. Is this a Dreſs for a Lady? J am per- 
fectly aſham'd, my Dear, to appear in Publick. Every 
Tradeſman's Daughter makes a better Figure. | 
Char. The true Ornament of a Wife does not con- 
ſiſt. Olivia, in gaudy Dreſs; but in a modeſt Behaviour, 
and the Imbelliſiments of the Mind. The looſe Town 
Ladies indeed may ſtudy every Art to attract the Ad- 
miration of Fools : But a virtuous marry'd Woman is 
gay enough, if ſhecan pleaſe her Husband. : 

Oliv. But my ungrateful Wretch, tho ſo very ſaving 
at home, is laviſh enough abroad. Drinking, Gaming, 
and Whoring are the Sum Total of his Account. 

Char. Huſh, good Words Olivia! 

Oliv. *Tis no better nor worſe, Charlotte. And 
when after a long, tedious Expectation on my Part, 
he reels home between One and Two in the Morning, 
drunk as a Beaſt, he flings himfelf on the Bed, and en- 
tertains me either with the Muſick of his ſnoring, or 
drowns me with a Flood of Claret; not to ſay more. 

_ Char, Hold, Hold ! You have been too open already, 
aud {aid too much. Give me leave to tell you, you 
degizde your ſelf in expoſing your Husband's Frailttcs. 

Oliv. On, Charlotte, he is a moſt intolera+le Bed-iur 
low. 

Czar, Ard what Reception do you give him when 
he comes home. in this Diiguile ? You ſcold, I pie 


{{T', 


Oliv. Ay, you may depend on't. He finds I have 
not loſt my Tongue. | | 

Char. And is Fo {lent at the ſame time? 

Oliv. No, no, he {wears like a Bully of Alſatia. 


Czar. And dees this Tongue-Pattle never advance 


to Blows ? 

Oliv. Once the Storm grew to high, that I did ex- 
pect them, | | 

Char. Indeed ! 

Oliv. He brandiſh'd his Cane, and tarcaten'd me 
molt violently. x 

Char. Didn't you dre:d the Thunder ? 

Oliv. Not I truly! ] inatch'd up a Chair in my own 
Defence, and had he offer'd to touch me, he ſtouid 
have feit the Weight of it. 

Char. A very pretty Shield I'll aflure you, had you 
had but a Broom for a Laonce! 

Oliv. He ſhould have found me as ſtout as an 
Amazon. | 

Char. After all, Oli ja, there is no Conduct in all 
this. | 

Oliv. Don't tell me of Conduct. While he ceaſes 
to act as a Men, I ſhall never be pertuaded to regard 
him as a Husband. 

Char. Ay, but Remember what St. Paz favs, Wives 
be ſub ject to your Hiicbamus with all Rei erence. St. 
Peter too propoſes Sarah. who call d her Husband? 
Lokp, as a perfect Pattern of Obedience. 

Oliv. Vou ſay right. But then that ſame Paul ſays, 
Hus bands love your I jxes. In ſhort, Charlotte, let 
him play his Part as he ought, I won't be deficient in 
mine. 

Char. But where things are io circum ſtantiated, that 
both can't bear the Sway, the Wife ought aoubtleſs to 


ſubmit. But tell me. Olivia, did he withhold his 


Hand, or did he really ſtrike you? . 
Oliv. No; the Coward's Fears prevented him. 
Char. But ſtill I piefume yon ſcolded on. 
Oliv. I did, you may take my Word *for't, 


Chat- 
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. Char. And how did he behave himſelf in the mean- | 
time ? | 


Oliv. Why, ſometimes he'd ſeem to be aſlcep, 
ſometimes pais by me with a carelets Air, and ditie- 
gard what I had faid to him. Then ag in he would 8 
take down his old Baſs Viol, with ſcarce a who'c- | 
String to't, and make ſuch a hideous Noiſe⁊ñxñ AJ o 
Char. At which you grow impatient. 12 
Olix. £0 far, that T could tear his I'yes out, = 
Char Olic ia, Shall I be free with bu? | 
Ov. As free as you pleaſe. 10 
Char. You ſta} take the ſame J.iberty with me. 
And this Right I think we may juſtly claim from the 
ſtrict Friendſhip which has from our Infancy beœci tn 
preſerv d inviolable between us. | „ 
Oliv. Tis very true. And there is no one of my Ac- J. 
quaintance, 11 aſſure you, that I ſo ſincerely love and m 
reſpect as your ſelf, | | R 
Char. Know then, the' your Husband proves never Vi 
O unkind or indiſcrect, your State is unalterable. For- d 
merly, indeed, upon a matrimonial Diſtaſt, the Thing, Pe 
calld a Divorce Was caſily procur'd, and all was in 70 
Razu quo. But Authority has long ago abrogatcd that ft) 
Cuſtom. For better for worſe, till Death us do part, is a. 
now the fatal Sentence. fo 
Oliv. Our wiſe Maſters took a vzrong Step when Or 
they aboliſn'd that Law, 
Char. Fie Olivia, fie, twias the Will of Heav'n. m 
Oliv. I can never believe it. | | | 
Char. Tis true tho' ; the beſt Expedient therefore to 
that can at preſent be found is to endeavour after 2 
mutual Peace and Harmony; to contend which ſpall 
be moſt conformabic. | | W 
Oliv. But ſhouldn't I endeavour to bring him to my m. 
Bow it I can. 5 
Char. I can't tell what you call bringing him to 
your Bow ; but I am fully per:wiled, the, Husband's 
Extravagance is too often owing to the Wite's Indiſ- 
cretion. | | m) 
D. 
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Oliv, It feems all things go ſmoothly on between 
you and yours. 

Char. A perfect Calm. 

{iv. But was it always fair Weather from the Be- 
ginning? 

Char. ] can't ſay ſo. Some little Clouds have hung 
over our Heads; tho' we never had what you may 
call a Storm. All Men have their Humours,. and every 
Woman, Olivia, has her Failings, which tho' they de- 
ſerve our Obſervation, ſhould never be the Objects of 
our Contempt. 

Oliv. Very true. | 

Char. It often happens that Affections grow Cold be- 
tween Man and Wite before they well know one another. 
Be very circumſpect therefore in your Conduct at firſt, 
f once there is a mutual Diſtaſt, tis a difficult Matter to 
make up the Breach, eſpecially where the Quarrel ariſes to 
Reflections. A broken China Cup muſt never be mo- 
ved when firſt tis glu'd. Let it ſtand. till it is well 
dry'd, and it will be as ſtrong as any of the Set. All 
roſſible Care therefore ought to be taken by the mar- 
ry'd Couple, to confirm their firſt Union, and make it 
fx and ſettle ; and the beſt means to attain this End is 
a reſpectful Deportment, and complacent Endearments . 
for the good Opinion Men have of us when founded 
only on our Beauty is ſeldom laſting. | 

Oliv. Pray oblige me with your Art of Manage- 
ment. 
Char. I will ; and let me recommend my Method 
to your Practice. | 

Oliv. Do ſo. And T'll purſue it, if poſſibly I can. 

Char. There is no great Difficulty, if you are but 
willing. You're both young, and in a. manner newly 
marry d; ſo that it is not too late to. begin. | 

Oliv, That's very true. 

Char. IIl tell you then. But pray mind me. 

Oliv. Moſt attentively. 

Char. My firſt Care was always to appear before 
my Husband innocently gay, and perfectly good- hu- 
Maur d. I ſtudy'd his Temper and Inclinations; warp 
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ed all his Motions, and obſerv'd what moſt pleas'd and 
moſt offended him. In ſhort, I took the fame. Me- 
thods as your Keepers do with your Elephants, and 


Lions and other wild Creatures committed to their 
i Care, that are not to be tam'd by Force. 
_ My hopeful Bargain is one of thoſe wild Ani- - 

mas. | | 5 

Char. Why will you interrupt me? Pray let me | 


go on. No Man of common Prudence will appear . 
before an Elephant in White, or a Bull in Red, becauſe 
thoſe Colours are their natural Averſion, and make ( 
them outrageous. The ſound of a Drum or a Trum- 9 
E J have heard, will. ſo exaſperate the Tyger, that t 

tear himſelf to Pieces. Your ſockies, when they c 
break their Horſes, ſpeak them fair, ſtroke down their 


Mains, clap them on their Necks, and practiſe ſeveral r 
little Arts to make them gentle, and correct their vi- fe 
cious Habits. How much rather ought we to ſtudy 
the Art of pleating our Husbands, to whoſe conſtant y 
Society, good or bad, we are fatally confin'd for p! 
1 | | | tc 
Oliv. Proceed. pt 
Char. Theſe Things premis'd; I infinuated my ſelf pe 
into his Favour, by avoiding every Thing that I ar 
thought would give him the leaſt Diſtaſt. to 
Oliv. As how pray? Cc 
Char. Firſt, In the Oeconomy of my Family T 
(which indeed is a Wife's peculiar Province) I tock th 
Care not only to have Things done, but done accori- i or 
Ing to his Fancy, even in the moſt minute Circum- H 
ſtances. For Example, ſuppoſe my Husband lov'd one m 
Diſh more than another, dreſs'd after this or that fu, 
Manner, or his Furniture rang'd after this or that Order, ſo: 
his Will was always my Law. | po 
Oliv. But could you be thus indulgent, Charlotte, I die 
to 2a Husband like mine, that's forever at the Ta- ver 
vern ? | | | 15 
| Char: Give me leave to ſpeak, and I'Il tell you: If fel 
F T found my Husband indifpos'd, or out of Temper, all 


I never offer'd to divert him with wanton Smiles, - 
| | idle 
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idle ** but put on a grave and ſerious Look, ſuitable 
to his own. As a true Glaſs always reflects the 
Image of the Perſon that looks in it; ſo ſhould a 
diſcreet Wife that of her Husband, whether exalted 
with Joy, or depreſs'd with Sorrow. If he happen d 
to be angry, I either anſwer'd him in the lofteſt 
Terms I could poſſibly conceive, or fat down in Si- 


| lence till Reaſon had reſum'd her Seat, and waited for 


a more favourable N for the Vindication of 
my Conduct. The ſame Methods I always took in 
Caſe he came Home in Drink. I entertain'd him 


with no Diſcourſe, but what was gay and pleaſant, and 


by all the little innocent Arts of Love and fond En- 
dearments decoy'd him to his Bed. 

Oliv. Paſſive Obedience, and Non- Reſiſtance to eve- 
ry wayward Humour, Charlotte, is a hard Doctrine 
tor us Wives who have ſottiſh Husbands. 

Char, As if there were not Faults on both Sides, and 
your Submiſſions were not mutual. We Women can 
put on our Airs ſometimes, and our Husbands are 
torc'd to give way to them. There are proper Op- 
portunities however for a Wife in a ſerious Way to ex- 
poſtulate with her Husband, in Affairs of Moment 
and Importance ; but ſhe ought not, in my Opinion, 
to diſpute with him about Trifles. When ſhe finds him 
cool, and free from all perplexing Thoughts, then is the 
Time, in the moſt endearing Language, and with all 
the Calmneſs imaginable, to argue the Caſe with him, 
or rather to beg of him, that he would make his 
Health, Fortune and Character the Objects of his 
more ſerious Conſideration. Tho', as I ſaid before, 
tuch Admonitions as theſe muſt be deliver'd in the 
ſotteſt Terms, or they'll never anſwer the End pro- 
pos d. I have often made a previous Apology to in- 
troduce ſuch a Diſcourſe. I have ask'd mine, If he 
would not take it amiſs, ſhould One ſo unfit to direct 
25 1 am, preſume to offer my Advice, and think my 
ſelf concern'd for his Honour and Intereſt. But in 
thete Caſes I contrive to be as ſhort as poſſible, and 
: 100n as I have declard my Mind, drop the Dit- 

courte 
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courſe of my own Accord, and find out a Subject 
more entertaining. Our Sex, my Dear, are very apt 
to dwell too long upon ſuch tender Topicks, which 
moſt undoubtedly is a great Fault. But take this 
Caution along with you, That you never engage in any 
controvertial Points with your Husband before Com- 


pany, or complain Abroad, of what's tranſacted at 
Home. A Quarrel, where there is no Eye-witneſs to 


It, is preſently decided: But in Caſes of Extremity, 
where the Provocations riſe too high, and are of too 
heinous a Nature for a Woman to conceal or bear 
with Patience, good Manners will oblige her to diſ- 
Cloſe the unhappy Secret to his Friends or Relations, 
rather than her own, and ſhew by her modeſt Com- 


plaint, that her Husband's Vice, and not his Perſon, is 


the Object of her Grief and Reſentment. + 
Oliv. There are but few Women, Charlotte, now a 
days ſuch Stoic Philoſophers. | 
Cnar. By ſuch a prudent Conduct we lay our Hul- 
bands under an indiſpenſible Obligation to treat us 
with equal Civility and Complaiſance. | 


Oliv. But all the Indulgence in the World will have 


no Influence over ſome Men. 
| Char. I can't think fo : But ſuppoſe tis Matter of 
Fact. Conſider, Child, you are ty'd for Life, and let 
your Husband be as chagrin as he will, *tis better to 
comply with his ill Uſage, or by fair Means to make 
it tolerable, than to live in one perpetual Storm. Sup- 
poſe I ſhould produce Examples of ſome Husbands, 
who have reclaim'd their Wives by this gente 
Method. =: 
Oliv. My Spouſe won't make one of the Number, 
J am ure. | fs 
Char. There is an intimate Friend of mine, a very 


ingenious and accompliſh'd Gentleman, who marry d, | 
ſome few Years ago, a young Lady about ſixteen Years 


of Age: She had a rural Education only, and never 
faw the Town. My Friend was mighty fond of one 


bred up in artleſs Innocence, e, N ſhould be 


able with leſs Trouble to form her to. his Fancy. As 


ſoon 
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ſoon as they were marry'd, he recommended Muſick 
and Dancing to her, as Accompliſnments abſolutely 
neceſſary, and very ſerviceable to her in her future 
Conduct. As Miſs had been always indulg'd in Eaſe, 
was a Stranger to all refin'd Converſation, and had no 
Taſte for any other Amuſement than romping * 
her Father's Servants, ſhe ſoon grew tir'd with her 
new Maſter, prov'd very obſtinate and perverſe ; and 
when reminded of her Duty, would wiſh her {elf 
dead, and weep to Exceſs. When my young Gentle- 
man found ſhe was not to beprevail'd on by Reaſon, and 
that ſhe had a natural Avertion to all [mprovements, con- 
cealing his Diſſatisfaction, he kindly invites her to ſpend 
a Summer at her Father's. This Motion, you may 
ſuppoſe, was very chearfully comply'd with. Soon 
atter their Arrival, my Friend takes an Opportunity to 
ride out with the Old Gentleman, and leave his Spouſe 


with her Mother and Siſters. When they were in the 
Fields, and alone, he tells him the whole Story, and 


the real Occaſion of his Viſit; That he hop'd to have 
been perfectly happy in the Poſſeſſion of his Daugh- 
ter, but that he met with an unexpected Diſappoint- 
ment; that ſhe was deaf to all Perſuaſions, forever 
in Tcars, very reſtleſs, and making all that were round 
wout her as uneaſy as her ſelf ; defires him to inter- 
pole with his Fatherly Authority, and lend a helping 


Hand towards her ſpeedy Reformation. Sir, ſays the 
Father, I have wholly reſign'd her to your Govern- 


ment, and if, atter all your tendereſt Endearments, you 
ſtill find her undutiful, you are welcome to take ſuch 
other Methods as you think moſt fit to force her Obe- 
dience, Sir, replies the Son-in-Law, I am not igno- 
rant of my Power, but am very unwilling to put it 
in Execution. I love your Daughter, and deſire to 
have her brought to a Senſe of her Duty by your Pa- 
rental Admonitions and Authority, and not by my 
Frowns and ſevere Treatment. About a Day or two 
atterwards, the Father takes his Daughter into his Clo- 
ſet, aud with a ſtern Countenance charges her with 


the Guilt of Ingratitude; tells her, that tho' ſhe had ſo 


little 
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little Merit, he had procur'd her, with the greateſt Dif. 
ficulty, one of the beſt of Husbands ; that ſhe wasn t 
conicious of her own Happineſs, and was unworthy 
to be his Servant; that if ſhe perſiſted in her Rebellion 
ſhe ſhould never ſee his Face again. Not to be tedious, 
the Old Gentleman grew ſo hot, that my Lady begg d 
Pardon for her paſt Offences, and faithtully promis'd 
a future Amendment. Hereupon the Father cools 
again, accepts of her Submiſſion, and aſſures her, as 
ſhe comply'd with her Promile, ſhe ſhould find his Fa- 
your and Indulgence. 

Oliv. I long methinks to hear the Concluſion. 

Char. On this they parted. The Girl returns to 


her Husband's Chamber, finds him alone, asks For- 
givencis in the moſt ſubmiſſive Manner, and gives him 


repeated Aſſurances never to ofiend him more. He 
takes her in his Arms, falutes her, and engages to 
bury her paſt ill Conduct in Oblivion on thote Con- 
ditions. 5 N 

Oliv. But did ſhe keep them? 

Char. With all the Exactneſs imaginable. Never was 
Woman more humble, during the Remainder of her 
Life: Her Husband's leaſt Requeſt was obey'd with 


all the Readineſs and Pleaſure imaginable. Some Years 


after this ſhe publickly acknowledg'd her good For- 
tune in a Husband, and declar'd that of all Women ite 
had been moſt miſerable without him. 5 
Oliv. Such Husbands as theſe, Charlotte, T preſume, 
are like your Comets, ſeen but once in an Age. 
Char. I'll give you now another Inſtance of an Ad- 
venture that happen'd but lately here in Town. 
But I have dwelt too long on this Subject already. I 
fear J have been troubleſome. 
Oliv. Not in the leaſt, my Dear, I could liſten to 
your Stories all Day long. I'll aflure you I think them 


very entertaining. | 
Char. You are very obliging, Olivia. = There 


is a Young Gentleman of no mean Birth or Fortune, 
(excuſe my concealing his Name) whole favourite Di- 


verfion was Hunting. One Day, as he was warm in 
| | Purſuit 
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Purſuit of his Game, by Accident he met with a 
young Country Gil, very poor, but a perfect Beauty. 
The Gop of Love ſhot all his Fires into our Sportſ- 
man's Boſom at firſt Sight. He frequently paid his 
Vilits at her Mother's homely Cottage, Which he pre- 
fer'd to a Pa acc. Diana was the Goddeſs he ſtill 
aid his publick Court to, but Vrxus was the ſecret 
Object of his Adoration. His Wife, 2 very diſcreet 
and accompliſh'd Lady, jealous of her Husband's fre- 
quent Abſence, in a ſhort Time diſcovers the whole 
Intrigue. She takes a proper Opportunity to ſurvey 
this Citadel of Love; taſtes of their Drink; exa- 
mines into their daily Diet; and finds no tolerable 
Furniture, no Conveniencies of Life, but all the viſi- 
ble Marks of the loweſt Poverty and Diſtreſs. She 
returns Home, and in a Day or two after (in Pity and 
Compaſſion to their unhappy Circumſtances) cquips 
them with a Silk-Quilt, a Down-Bed, a Silver Tan- 
kard, Silver Spoons, Knives and Forks, and other uſe- 
ful Materials, aud a curious cold Collation. Theſe the 
delivers to the poor Old Woman, with a ſmall Purſe 
of Guineas, to enable her, when ſhe {ary the Young: 
Gentleman again, to give him a more gentee] Recep= 
tion. She pretends to be the Lover's Siſter, and un- 
der that Notion leaves her. Some few Days after this 


Tranſaction, the Husband ſtecls out, and pays his 


Country Beauty another Viſit. He gazes round about 
him, is ſurpris'd at the new Metamorphotis, and en- 
quires with Concern into the Cauſe of his unexpect- 
ed, and formal Entertainment. A Young Lady of 
Quality, they tell him, a Siſter of his, whoſe Name 
they knew not, had ſapply'd them with thoſe extra- 
ordinary Accommodations, and given expreſs Orders 
to treat him after a more reſpectful Faſhion. He ſays 
little, but, upon mature Deliberation, concludes his 
Wife the Perſpn he ſtands indebted to for all theſe unde- 
ſerved Favours. At his Return Home, he endeavours 


by artful and ſeemingly careleſs Queſtions, to liſt out 


this important Truth. She ingenuouſly confeſlts all, 
and aſſures him ſhe thought it her Duty, when his In- 
1 dclinatioa 
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little Merit, he had procur'd her, with the greateſt Dif. 
ficulty, one of the beſt of Husbands ; that ſhe wasn t 
conſcious of her own Happineſs, and was unworthy 


to be his Servant; that if ſhe perſiſted in her Rebellion 


he ſhould never ſee his Face again. Not to be tedious, 
the Old Gentleman grew ſo hot, that my Lady begg'd 
Pardon for her paſt Offences, and faithfully promis'd 
a future Amendment. Hereupon the Father cools 


again, accepts of her Submiſſion, and aſſures her, as 
. The comply'd with her Promiſe, ſhe ſhould find his Fa- 


your and Indulgence. . 
Oliv. I long methinks to hear the Concluſion. 
Char. On this they parted. The Girl returns to 


her Husband's Chamber, finds him alone, asks For- 


giveneſs in the moſt ſubmiſſive Manner, and gives him 
repeated Aſſurances never to oflend him more. He 
takes her in his Arms, falutes her, and engages to 
bury her paſt ill Conduct in Oblivion on thoſe Con- 
ditions. 408 | CES. 

Oliv. But did ſhe keep them? 

Char. With all the Exactneſs imaginable. Never was 
Woman more humble, during the Remainder of her 
Life: Her Husband's leaſt Requeſt was obey'd with 
all the Readineſs and Pleaſure imaginable. Some Years 
after this ſhe publickly acknowledg'd her good For- 
tune in a Husband, and declar'd that of all Women {ke 
had been moſt miſerable without him. | 
Oliv. Such Husbands as theſe, Charlotte, T preſume, 


are like your Comets, ſeen but once in an Age. 


Char. I'll give you now another Inſtance of an Ad- 
venture that happen'd but lately here in Town. 
But I have dwelt too long on this Subject already. I 
fear I have been troubleſome. | | fs 

Oliv. Not in the leaſt, my Dear, I could liſten to 


your Stories all Day long. I'Il aſſure you I think them 
very entertaining. 


There 


Char. You are very obliging, Olivia. 


is a Young Gentleman of no mean Birth or Fortune, 


(excuſe my concealing his Name) whoſe favourite Di- 


verfion was Hunting. One Day, as he was warm in 


Purſuit 
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Purſuit of his Game, by Accident he met with a 


J young Country Gul, very poor, but à perfect Beauty. 


The Gop of Love ſhot all his Fires into our Sg ortſ- 
man's Boſom at firſt Sight. He frequently paid his 
Vilits at her Mother's homely Cottage, which he pre- 
fer'd to a Pa acc. Diana was the Goddeſs he ſtill 
paid his publick Court to, but Venus was the ſecret 
Object of his Adoration. His Wife, a very diſcreet 
and accompliſh'd Lady, jealous of her Husband's fre- 


quent Abſence, in a ſhort Time diſcovers the whole 


Intrigue. She takes a proper Opportunity to ſurvey 
this Citadel of Love; taſtes of their Drink; exa- 
mines into their daily Diet; and finds no tolerable 
Furniture, no Conveniencies of Life, but all the viſi- 


ble Marks of the loweſt Poverty and Diſtreſs. She 


returns Home, and in a Day or two after (in Pity and 
Compaſſion to their unhappy Circumſtances) equips 
them with a Silk-Quilt, a Down-Bed, a Silver Tan- 
kard, Silver Spoons, Knives and Forks, and other uſe- 
ful Materials, and a curious cold Collation. Theſe ſhe 
delivers to the poor Old Woman, with a ſmall Purſe 
of Guineas, to enable her, when ſhe {ary the Youn 

Gentleman again, to give him a more gentee] Recep= 
tion. She pretends to be the Lover's Siſter, and un- 
der that Notion leaves her. Some few Days after this 
Tranſaction, the Husband ſtecls out, and pays his 
Country Beauty another Viſit. He gazes round about 
him, is ſurpris d at the new Metamorphotis, and en- 
quires with Concern into the Cauſe of his unexpe&- 
ed, and formal Entertainment. A Young Lady of 


Quality, they tell him, a Siſter of his, whoſe Name 


they knew not, had ſupply'd them with thoſe extra- 
ordinary Accommodations, and given expreſs Orders 
to treat him after a more reſpectful Faſhion. He ſays 
little, but, upon mature Deliberation, concludes his 


Wife the Perſon he ſtands indebted to for all theſe unde- 


ſerved Favours, At his Return Home, he endeavours 
by artful and ſeemingly careleſs Queſtions, to ſift out 
this important Truth. She ingenuouſly confefles all, 
and aſſures him ſhe thought it her Duty, when his In- 
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clination led him to ſuch humble Amuſements, to 


take Care that his Reception ſhould be decent at leaſt, 
thoꝰ not ſuitable to his Character or Fortune. 
Oliv. A mcer patient Grizel! — Had he been 


my Husband, I ſhould have thought a Bed of Nettles 


too ſoft for him. 5 
Char. Hear however the Concluſion. The 
Rover, reflecting on his Wife's Generoſity, and his 
own Ingratitude, reſolves on an immediate Reforma- 
tion, and becomes the moſt fond, moſt conſtant Hue 
band breathing. I preſume you know Sir 


George Airy. 


Oliv. Perfectly well. 

Char. He, you may remember, tho' a gay, fine 
young Gentleman, marry'd my Lady Autumn. 

Oliv, Her Eftate you mean. : - 

Char. You love to rally. Soon after Conſum- 
mation, his Paſſion for my Lady, as ſhe was paſt her 
Bloom, began viſibly to abate, and the fair young Lats 
became her powerful Rival. He made her frequent 
and open Vilits. In ſhort he ſeldom ſupp'd or ſiept 


at Home. Let's hear, Olivia, how you would have 


ſhewn your Reſentment on this Occation ? 
Oliv. Why, I'd have torn all the Hair oft the young 


_ Gipſy's Head, and have box'd my falſe Knight's Ears 
into the Bargain. | | 


Char. Her Conduct however was juſt the Reverſe. 
She gives this Beauty a kind Invitation to her Houſe, 
and cntertains her as her Boſom Friend, and faithful 
Companion. Thus, without any other Magic 
Charms, ſhe attracts her Husband from the Ta- 
vern. — 

Oliv. For my Part, I'd dic before I'd be my Hut- 
band's Pandar. l 3 
Char. But of two Evils chuſe the leaſt, Olivia. 


ln't it more prudent, think you, to be thus ſubmiſſive, 
than by opyrobrious N to provoke him to be 
lay 


more extravagant, and Foundation of an ever · 
laſting Quarrel ? 


ol. 
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Ov. Patience, Charlotte, is a Virtue I own ; but on 
ſuch at: Account, I ſhould never be endu'd with 


It. | | 

Char. Tl trouble you but with one Inſtance more, 
and then have done. Theie's a next Door Neighbour 
of ours, one Sir Toby Teſty, as honeſt, good natur'd 


Gendeman as lives, but a little too ſanguine ſome- 


times, and. indiſcreet in his Paſſion. Laſt Week, on 
ſcme trivial Diſtaſt, he carry'd his Reſentment fo 
high as to Cane my Lady, a Gentlewoman of the 


moſt mild, moſt ſweet DiipoGtion I ever knew. Un- 


able to bear with Patience ſo gioſ an Atfront, ſhe 
immediately retires into her Ger, and vents her 
Sorrow in a Flood of Tears. Her Hus:and ſoon after 
follows her, and finding her in that diſconſolate Po- 


ſturc, Madam, ſays he, can't you bear to be ſpoken 


to, withcut crying like a Baby; Sir, ſhe replies very 
diſcrcetly, your Treatment has been very ungenerous. 
and deer ves à higher Reſentment. But I think tis 
more conſiſtent with your Heneur and my Love, to 
temoen my unhappy Fate in Silence, than to expoſe 
you to the Wo d by noiſy, tho! juſt Reflections. 
T his ſre uttet d with ſuch an Air of Modeſty and 


Concern, as quite melted down her Husband's Heart. 


He claips her in his Arms, with Ten Thouſand en- 
dcaring P oteſtations never to diſoblige her more. 
Nez did he to his dying Day. 3 | 


ov. My Husband can promiſe indeed as well as 
tho beſt of thein all, - | | 


Char. But not perform, Olivia, ha ! —— What 
then you ae ſtill up in Arms? 

Oliv. Ay, and ever ſhall be I tclizve,  Pinthee, 
Charlotte, what wrouldit thou have me do? 

Char. Follow but my Advice, and if you prove 


unſucceſsful, I'll be your Slave for ever. Take care 


that your Houſe is neat and clean, and fit for his Re- 
ception. Let your Deportment be courteous and free, 
yet always within the Limits of that Reſpect and 
Efteem which is a Husband's undoubted Right. Be 
not too talkative, nor yet too ſilent, too wanton, nor 
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yet too coy. Let his Diet be well choſen, and wel 
dreſsd, and provide that for the Generality which you 
think will gratiſy his Ar petite moſt. Be frequent in 
your Invitations of ſuch Fii nds as you find he moſt 


regards. Receive them with Freedom and good Hu- 


mour, and never be {' ring in your Entertainments. 
2 | 


If, when he has drank a little too freely, and is more 
Peaſant and airy than ordinary. comply with his Hu- 
mour, and te as gay as himſelf. If he plays you a 


Tune on his Viol, do you return the Obligation with 
a Song. By ſuch ca.y and innocent Methods as theſe, 
n rechim him, meke him take Delight in 
his own Houle, and conftdcrably retrench your Ex- 
pences. 


Oliv. Should J follow your Scheme, I fear I ſhall 

never make a Convert of him. | 
Char, Try but the Experiment, and if it fai's, then 

let me bear the Blame for ever. III go find 


your Husband out, and give him his Leſſon. 


Oliv. You'll oblige me extremely. But I wouldn't 


for the World be known to have a Hand in the Plot. 
rp he find it out, the Houſe would be too hot to 
hold us. 


Char, I'II play my Cards to the beſt Advantage ne- 
ver fear. I'II order it ſo, if poſſible, that he ſta] in- 
troduce the Diſcourſe himſelf, and give me the Detail 
of your unhappy Quarrels. III ſeem detirous to 


wave the unwelcome Subject, and in a careleſs Man- 


ner tell a Lye or two for orc? in your Favour, and 
let him know with what Tenderneſs and Affection I 
have heard you mention his Name. 
Oliv. Succeſs attend you. | 
Char. I don't queſtion it in the leaſt, if you'll but 
play your Part. Till to Morrow, Olivia, Adieu. 


Oliv. Your Servant, dear Charlotte, ADIEU. 
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MONIMI4: 


ON HER 
HAP Recovery 
1 FROM THE 
SMALL - Po x. 


ix TE S timorous — when the Sur - 
| WAV \G EDT - es 


And N Old Ocean from his 
A | calm Retreat; 

A Vl When awful Thunder row!s along 
e the Sky, 

ö Ef Thoughtful of Death, with uni- 

a ver ſal Cry, 
And 1 Tews unfeign'd to pitying Heavy n appy, 


To 
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To huſh the Storm, the Wind's fierce Breath reſtraig; 
And free them from the Dangers of the Main: 
So when Monimia's Sickneſs reach'd my Ears, 

With ſuppliant Eyes to Heav'n I made my Pray'rs, 


And added to'each Word my Sighs and Tears. DI 


I begg'd relenting Fate to giant your Cure, 
And not to blaſt a Form ſo fair, ſo pure: 
Nor vain have been my Pray'rs; you live to know 


How much you're lov'd above, how much ador'd 


— 
o 


gow: 7 55 ; 
You live a bright, Angelic, charming Maid; 
Nor has the DEA DL II. L the Tyrant play'd, 
But an unuſual Juſtice to your Beauty paid. 
Your lovely Eyes with double Luſtre ſhine, 
And now wound ev'ry Heart, as well as mine. 

So when the Sox withdraws his beautcous Rays, 
And for a while unſcen with Thetis lays, 1D 
Hides his fair Face, and brings in gloomy Night, 
Next Day he gathers up his ſcatter'd Light, 
Exerts each Beam, and ſhines more prevalently . 

bright. , | 

Unbhaſted Roſes in your Cheeks appear, 
And outeblown Lillies ſpread their Glories there. 
. Thar they might never fade I'd freely die 
Proud ſuch 2 Treaſure at that Price to buy. 

So Curtius once into Farth's Bowels rode, 
And to his Own preter'd the PusLick GOOD. 
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Seeing her PICTURE 
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MAD AM, 


* aa KE, -. S in our Hemiſphere 


2 * The Stars all glorious appear; 
5 LIID "-: Still there are ſome the reſt out- 
| ſhine. 
4 Sew N 0 So here all ſeem of Form divine: 
| . J e 2 et e Graces which I view 
ore peculiarly in You, 


Oh! 
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Oh! that like Paris I was bid 

The Controverſy to decide : | 
Freely fer 4 Thos ghts I would declare, 
Tho s here, and Juno there. 
Thou Venus ſtill ſhould'ſt be to me, 
The Faireſt Goppess of the Three. 
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MIRANDA: 


ON A 


V 1 W 


OF HER 


W 1 Worx 


0 the fame Matter Nature's 
il | 
Imparts what Shapes ſo e er it 

will, 

And Love, who Jove transform'd,. 
can make | 

Us Mortals various Figures take. 

By a like Pow'r, Miranda, you 


In Wax can ſeveral Forms renew: 
In 
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In this with Nature you agree: 

From Chaos you, as well as ſhe, 

A pe: fect Pcauty can orente, 

And make the Graces on you watt. 

But fir ſt, like Love, bars in gentle Heat 
You make it for Impreſſon fit. | 
Prometbi us Art yo abeady ſhares _ 
Your Wax docs Human Figures wear: 
But if. like him, you think to give 
Yow Images the Power to live: 

Jou needn't ſteal your Fire above, 

II farniſh you with that of Love« 
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Damon to PHiLLIs : 


On Hitting her, as he was 
Playin at Bowls. 


| 
N — HA T you, dear Nymph, have 
JIE Ae. Charms unknown, 
r 34 Both ho : all the World muſt 
* N 


05 AST Pts | tht they are attractive 
ENS if 


e little dl did I think my Bowl 
Woald e y row!l, 
Where the fond Bower us d to do. 


I. Had 


* * 


4 


Had mine but been a Bowl of Gold, . | i 

As was the famous One of Old EP 
Contended for by Matchleſs Tus ; 

My Wonder I had ftrait laid by, 

And own'd I knew the Reaſon why 
e came ſo readily to thee. 


III. 


Phillis, foibelr to Nan fo leert ; 
For if it only is the Eye 

| That to the Mark directs the Aim; 
If your ſoft Charms attract my View, 
Thither my Bowl will biaſs too, 

And I ſhall ſurely loſe my Game. 


«<< 420 
* 


q 
r 


